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TO THE EIGHT HOMOtjaA&L& 

SUSANNA, 
COUNTESS OF EGLINTON. 



Madami 
THE love of approbation, and a desire to pYease the 
best, have ever encouraged the poets to finish their de- 
igns with cheerfulness. But, conscious of their own 
inabili^ to oppose a storm of spleen and haughty iil-na-* 
ture, it is generally an ingenious custom among them to 
cbuse some honourable shade. 

Wherefore I beg leave to put my fiaatoral under your 
tady%hifi*B protection. If my patroness says, ^the shep' 
herds speak as they ought, and that there are several 
natural fiowera that beautify the rural wild, I shall have 
good reason to think myself safe from the aukward cen-^ 
sure of some pretendmg judges that condemn before ex- 
amination. - 

I am sure of vast numbers that will, crowd into your 
iadyship*8 opinion, and think it their honour to agree in 
their sentiments with the countess of Eglinton^ whose 
penetration, superior wit, and sound judgment, shine^ 
w^ith an uncommon lustr^, while accompanied with the 
divine charms of goodness and equality of mind. 

If it were not for offending only your ladyships here, 
madam I might give the fullest liberty to my muse to 
delineate the finest of women, by drawing your lady» 
ship*s character, and be in no hazard of being deemed a 
flatterer, since flattery lies not in paying whi|t is due te 
iMTit, but in praises misplaced. 



4 DHMGATION. 

'Were I to begin with your la<fy9hi/i?9 honourable birth 
and idliance, the field is ampley^ and presents us with 
numberless great and good patriots) that have dignified 
the names tifXenntdy^i Montgomery: He that the care 
of the herald snd the htstoriur* It is personal merits 
and the heavenly sweetness of the fair, that inspire the 
tuneful lays r hef o mftfif LeMof^mm^ be esreepted, whose 
tongue* give iibeirty to the ^laves which their eyes had 
made captives; such may be fluttered : but your ladyahifi 
justly claims our admiration and profouadest respect; 
for whikt you are possessed of every ouiward charm in 
the most perfect degree, the never-fading beauties of 
wisdom and piety, which adorn your ladifsMj^^ miniy 
command devotion. 

«< All this is very true,'^ cms pae of^better sense than 
good nature, *' but what oecauon Jiave yo» to mU u» the 
sun^ahines, when we have the ui^e of our eyes, and feel 
his infiueace I" — Very true, but I have the hbwty to use 
the poet's privilege, which is, ^' To speak what every 
body thinks." Indeed there might be some strength m 
the refiecticmy if the Idalian registers were of as ^ori 
doratioo as life; but the bard, who fondly hopes immoar- 
tality, has a certain praise-woi^thy pleasure in commual- 
eating to posterity the fame of distinguished characters 
•*— i-I write this last sentence with a hand that tremble^ 
between hope and fear: biu if I shaU prove so happy as 
to please your lady^Mfi in the following attempt^ then all 
my doubts shall vanish like a morning vapour: I shall 
hope to be classed with TassX) and Guann/, and sing with 

Ovid, 

« IfUia allowed to fioeta to divine j 

" One half of round eternity ie none,*' 

Madam, your ladyship's most obedient, 
and most devoted servant, 

A1.LA11 Ra^saii«^ 



TO THE 

aOUJrPESS of EGLUVTOJ^r, 

WITH THE FOLLOWIKTO 

PASTORAI^ 



ACCEPT3O Eglinton! the rural la)rs, 
That, bound to thee, thy poet humbly pays I 
The muse, that oft has rais'd her tuneful strait^ 
A frequent guett on Scotia's blissful plains ; 
That oft has sung, her listening youth to mov^y 
The charms of beauty and the force of lovey 
Once more resumes the still successful lay, 
Delighted, thro' the verdent meads to stray. 
O I come, invok'd, and pleas'd, with her repair 
To breath the balmy sweets ef purer air i 
In the cool evening negligently laid, 
Or near the stream, or in the rural shade, 
Propitious hear, and, as thou hear^st, approve 
The Gentle Shefiherd'a tender tale of love. 

Instructed fr<uh these scenesi what glowing fir^s 
Inflame the breas£ that real love inspires I 
The fair shall read of ardors, sighs and tears> 
All tha^ a lover hopes, and ail he fears : 
Hence, loo, what passions in his bosom rise ! 
What dawning gladness sparkles in his eyes 5 
When first the feir one, piteous pf bis fate, 
Cur'd of her scorn, and vanquished of her hate. 
With willing mind, is bounteous to relent, • 
And blushing, beauteous, smiles the kind consent ! 
Love's passion here in each extreme is shown» 
In ChaMiOttj^'s smile> oc ip Mahia's frowA. 

▲ a 
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With words like these, that ftil'd not to engage, 
Love courted beauty in a golden age. 
Pure, and untaught, such Nature first inspired. 
Ere yet the fair affected phrase desir'd. 
His secret thoughts were undisguised with art. 
His words ne'er knew to differ from his hearts 
He speaks his love so artless and nncerei 
As thy Eliza might be i^easM to hear. 

* Heaven only to the Rural State bestows 
Conquest o'er life, and freedom from its woes t 
Secure alike from envy and t^rom care>, 
Nor raisM by hope, nor yet depress*d by fear : 
Nor want^s lean hand its happiness constrains^ 
Nor riches torture with ill-gotten gains. 
"^o secret guilt its stedfast peace destroys^ 
l^o wild ambition interrupts its joys. 
Blest still to spend the hours that heav'n has len^ 
In humble goodness, and in calm content : 
Serenely gentle, as the thoughts that roU^ 
Sinless and pure, in fair Humeia's souL 

But now the Rural State thesef joys has lost ; 
Bven sWains no more that innocence can boast : 
Love speaks no more what beauty may believe^ 
Prone to betray, and practis'd to deceive. 
Now happiness forsakes her blest retreat, 
The peaceful dwelling where she fix'd her seat; 
The pleasing fields she wont of old to grace, 
Companion to an upright sober race. 
When on the sunny hill, or verdant plain, 
Free and familiar with the sons of men, 
To crown the pleasures of the blameless feast> 
She uninvited came, a welcome guest ; 
Ere.yet an age, grown rich in impious arts, 
BribM from their innocence uncauiious hearts : 
Then grudging hate, and sinful pride succeed, 
Cruel revenge, and folse unrighteous deed; 
Then daw'rless beauty tost the power to mote; 
The rust of lucre stain'd the gold of lovet 
Bounteous no more, and hospitably f^ood, 
The genial hearth first bhish'd with stranger's bloody 
The fiiend no more upon the friend relies, 
And a^mblant fitbehood^ts on truth's disguised 
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The peaceful household filPd with dire alarmis ; 
The raviah'd virgin OBoums her slighted charms: 
The voice of impious mirth is heard around^ 
In guilt they feast> in guilt the bowl i^ crown'd: 
Unpunished violence Itmis it o'er the pUuns, 
And happiness forsakes the guilty swains. 

Oh Happiness ! from human search retir'di 
Where art thou to be ibund^ by all desirM ? 
Nun -sober and devout ! why art thou fledf 
To hide in shades thy meek contented head ? 
Virgin of aspect mild ! ah why, unkind^ - 
Fly'st thoU) displeas'd, the commerce of mankind ? 
O ! teach our steps to find the secret cell^ 
Where, with thy sire Content, thou lov'st to dwell.. ^ 
Or say, dost thou a duteous handmaid wait 
Familiar at the chambers of the great ? 
Dost thou pursue the voice of them that call 
To noisy revel and to midnight ball ? " 
O'er the full banquet when we feast our aouV 
Dost thou inspire the mirth, or mix the bowl? 
Or, with th' industrious planar, dost thou talk) 
Converung freely in an evening walk F 
Say, does the miser e'er thy fitce behold^ 
Watchful and studious of the treasur'd gold ? 
Seeks knowledge, not in vain, thy much*lovM pow'f^ 
Still musing silent at the morning hour? 
May we thy presence hope in war's alarms, 
In Stair %* 8 wisdom, <nr in Ev4kme*9 charms ? 

In vain our fiatt'riag hopes our steps beguile^ 
The fiying good eludes the searcher's toil: 
In vain we seek the city or the cell. 
Alone with virtue knows the power to dwell :. 
Nor need mankind despair these joys to know. 
The ^ift themselves may on themselves bestow : 
Soon, soon we might the precious blessing boast} 
But many passions ntust the blessing cost; 
Infernal malice, inly pining hate, 
'And envy, grieving at another's state ; 
Revenge iio more must in our hearts remain; 
Or burning lust; o^ avarice of gab. . 



e TO THE COUNTESS OF «GLINTON. 

When these are in the haman bosom nurst, 
Can peace reside in dwellings sp accurst ? 
Unlike, O EgUnttm ! thy happy breast, 
Calm and serene, enjoys the heavenly guest ; 
From the tumultuous rule of passions fi*eed. 
Pure in thy thought, and spotless in thy deed : 
In virtues rich, in goodness unconfin'd, • 
Thou shin'st a fair example to thy kind ; 
Sincere and equal to thy neighbour's namej 
How swift to praise, how guiltless to defame ? 
Bold in thy presence Bashfulness appears, 
V^d backward Merit loses all its fears. 
Supremely blest byheav'n, heav'n's richest grace^ 
Confest is thine an early blooming race ; 
Whose pleasing smiles shall guardian Wisdom arniy 
Divine Instruction ! taught of thee to charm : 
What transports shall they to thy soul impart 
(The conscious transports of a parent's heart)> 
When thou beHold*st them of each grace possesf, 
And sighing youths imploring to be blest ! 
After thy image form'd, with charms like thine^ 
Oi^ in the visit, or the dance to shine : 
Thrice happy 1 who succeed^ their mother's praise. 
The lovely Eolintons of other days. 

Mbanwbile^ peruse the following tender scenH^ 
And listen to th^ native poet's strains : 
In ancient garb the home-bred muse appears, ^ 

The garb our muses wore in former years. 
As in a glass reflected, here behold 
How smiling Goodness look'd in days of old: 
Nor blush to read where Beauty's praise la shown, 
Or virtuous Love, the likeness of trhy.own ; 
While 'midst the various gifts that gracious Heaven 
To thee, in whom it is well*pleas'd, has given ; 
I^et this, O EoLiMTON ! delight thee most, 
T' enjoy thiat Innocence the world hais lost. 

W. H. ^ 



JOJSIAK flUROHET; B^q- 

Secretary 

oir 7HS 

ADMIRALTy. 



THE nipping frosti, an' driving sna% 
Are o'er the hilla an' f»t aiTa' i 
Bauid fioreat slei^t, the Zephyrs b}a% 

An* mA thlAif 
Sae' dainty) jroutbfU*, gay, an" bmS 

Inviteft to sing* 

Then let's begin by liresk o'daf , 
Kind muse^kiff to the bent awaf. 
To try anes mair the iandart Jay, 

V Wi*a' thy speedy 
Since Burg hut awns that thou can play 
Upo* the reed» 

Anes, anes/igain, beneath some treei 
Exert thy skill an' nat'ral glee, 
To bim wha has sae courteously. 

To weaker sights 



^^ TO JOSIAH BtnaCHET, 

Set these* rude sonnets, sung by me^ 
In truest light. 

In truest light may a' that's fine 
In his feir character suU shine j 
Sma' need he has o* saogs like mine^ 
-, ^ To beet his name ; 

l-orfrae the north to southern line, 

Wide gangs his £smt. 

His fame, which ever shall abide, 
Whilst histories tell o* tyrants pride, 
Who vainly strave upon the tide 

rxr^ ^ . . '^' invade these lands^ 
Where Britam's royal fleet doth ride, j 

Which stHl commands* 'l 

These doughty actions frae his pent I 

Our age, an' these to come, shait ken, 
How stubborn navies didcontend 
„ - , Upon the waves j 

ttow free-bonmritons fought like men. 
Their &e8 like slaves. 

Sae far inscribing, Sir, to you. 
This country sang, my fancy flew, 
Keen your just merit to pursue ; 
- .. . But ah ! I fear, 

In.gi eing praises, that are due, . 

♦ I grate your e%v. 

Yet tent a poet's zealous pray 'r ; 
May powers ^boon^ wi* kindly care,. 
Grant you a lang an' muckle skair 
^.„ Q' a* that^s good,. 

Till unto langest life an* mair 

You've healthfu* stood. 

t aw vjUuftWe Nwal History. ^ 



TO JOSIAR BtmCHET. 

If i^ never Care your blessings sour^ 

An* may the niuseS) ilka hoiir» 

Improve your mind, an' haunt your boY'i^ 

I'mbutacallan; 
Xet may I please you, while I'm your 

Bereted AuAar. 
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MEN. 

Sib William Worthy. 

PATIX9 the Gentle Shefiherdf in love with Peggy'. 

RoGERy a rich^young Shepherd^ in love with Jenny* , 

Gxaud' \ ^^ ^^ Shefiherdsy Tenants to ^r WiUiant. 
BavldT) a JSynd engaged with Neps. 

WOMEN. 

PeoGT) thought to be OlaiuPs' Mece^ ' 
JbknTi Gland's only Daughter, 
MAU8E9 an old Woman eufifiosed to be a Witch, 
Elspa, Symon*» Wffet ^ 

MadoE) Gland's Sister. 

SCENE--*A Shepherd's Village and Fields^ spme few 
miles from Eduburgh. 

Time qf Action within twenty-four hours. 

First act begins at eight in the morning. 
Second act begins at eleven in the forenoon. 
Third act begms at four in the afternoon. 
Fourth act begins at nine o'clock at night. 
Fifth act begins by day-light next morning. 
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GENTLE SHEPHERD. 



Jlct L Scene L 



moiocvB. 

Beneath tbe south-side of a craigy bield« 
Where ca78tal springs their halesome waters yield, 
Twa youthfu' shepherds on the gowand lay. 
Tenting* their flocks ae bonny mom of May. 
Poor Roger g^ranes» till hollow ecbos ring; 
But blyther Patie likes to laugh an' sing. 



PATIE AKD ROGER. 
SANG I. 

Patie. MY Peggy is a young thing, 
Just enter'd in her teens. 
Fair as the day, an' sweet as May^ 
Fair as the day, an' always gay : 
My Peggy is a young thing, 

An' I'm no very auld, 
Yet weel I like to meet her at 
The wawking o' the &uld. 

Mf Peggy speaks sae sweetly^ 
Whene'er we meet alane, 
I wish nae mair to lay my care, . 
I wish nae mair of a' that's n^e^ 
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My Peggy speaks sae sweetlf) 

To a' the lave I*m cauld ; 
But she gars a' my spirits glowy 

At wauking of the fauld. . 

My Peggy smiles sae kindly, 

Whene'er I whisper love, 

That I look down on a' the town. 

That I look down upon a crown« - 

My Peggy smiles sae kindly. 

It makes me biyth and bauld ; 
And nathing gi'es-me sic delight 
As wawking of the fauld. 

My Peggy sings sae sstftly, 

When on my pipe I play, , 

By a' the rest it is confest, 
By a- the rest th^t she sings best. ^ 
My Pe^gy sings sae safily, 

And m her sangs are tald, 
With innocence the wale of sense, 
At wawking of the fauld. 

Tliis sunny morning, Roger, cheers my blood, # 

And puts a* nature in a jovial moo4. 
How hartsome is *t to see the rising plants. 
To hear the bir^s chirm o*er their pleasing rants ! 
How halesome is 't to snuif the cauler air, 
And a' the sweets it bears, when void of care ! 
What ails thee, Roger, then? what gars thee grane? . 
Tell me the cause of thy ili-season'd pain. 

Roger. I'm^born, O Patie ! to a thrawart fate ; 
I'm born to strive wi' hardships sad and great : 
Tempests may cease to jaw the rowan flood. 
Corbies and tods to grien for lambkins' blood ; 
But I, opprest wi' never-ending grief, 
Maun ay ^despair of lighting on relief. 

Fatie, The bees shall loath the flow'r, and quit the 
hive, ^3 I.: 

The saughs on boggie g^9y^ shall cease to thrive, 
Ere scornfu* queans, oi* 4q|s^of wardly gear, 
Shall mar my rest, or ever force a tear. 
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Roger, Sac might I say ; but it 's no easy don© 
By ane whase saul 's sae sadly out of tune. 
Ye ha'e sae saft ti voice, and slid a tongue, , 
You are the darling of baith auld aifd young. 
If 1 but ettle at a sang, or speak, 
^hey dit their lugs, syne up their leglens cleek^ 
Ahd jeer me hameward frae the loan or bught, 
While Ttn confus'd wi* mony a vexing thought:^ 
Yet I am tall and as weel built as thee^ 
Nor mair unlikely to a lasses eye ; . 
For ilka sheep ye ha'e I'll number ten. 
And should, as ane may think, come farer ben. 

Pat, But ablins! nibour, ye ha*e not a hearty 
And downa eithly wi' your cunsie part ; 
If that be true, what signifies your gear? 
A mind that's scrimpit never wants some care. 

Ro§. My bvar tumbled, nine braw nowt were smoorM^ 
Three elf-shbt were, yet I these ills endur'd: 
In winter last my cares were very smaV 
Tho* scores of wathers perish*d in the sna*. 

Fat, Were your bien rooms as thinly stock'd as mjae^ 
Less wad ye loss, and less ye wad repine. 
He tjiat has just enough can soundly sleep; 
The overcome only &shes ibwk to keep. 

Hog, May plenty flow upon thee for a cross. 
That thou may'st thole the pangs of mony a loss x 

may'st thou doat on some fair paughty wench, 
That ne'er will lout thy lowan drowth to quench ; 
'Till bris'd beneath the burden, thou cry dool \ 
And own that ane may fret that is nae fool. 

I*at. Sax good fat lambs, I sauld them ilka clute 
At the West Port, and bought a winsome Sutej 
Of plumb-tree made, wi' iv'ry virles round ; 
A dainty whistle, wi' a pleasant sound : 
I'll be mair canty wi* 't, and ne'er cry dool ! 
Than you wi' a' your cash, ye dowie fool. 

Rog, Na, Patie, na I I'm nae sic churlish beast ;• 
Some other thing lies heavier at my breast: 

1 dream'd a dreary dream this hinder night. 
That gars my flesh a* creep yet wi' the fright. 

Pat, Now, to a friend, how silly's this pretence^ 
To ane wha you and a^ your secrets kens s 
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Daft are your dreams, as daftly wad ye hide 
Your well*8eeti love, and dorty Jenny's pride. 
Take courage, I^oger, me your sorrows tell, 
And sufely think nane kens them but yoursell. 

Rog. Indeed now, Patie, ye ha'e guesa'd o'er true ; 
And there is naithing I'll keep up frae you. 
Me dorty Jenny looks upon asquint, 
To speak but till her I dare hardly mint : 
In ilka place she jeers me air and late, 
And gars me look bombaz^d and unko blatCi 
But yesterday I met her yont a knowj 
She fled as frae a shelly-coated kbw. 
She Bauldy looes, Bauldy that drives the car, 
But geeks at me, and says I smell o' tar. 

Pat. But Bauldy looes not her ; right wiel I wat. 
He sighs for Neps : sae that may stand for that. 

JRog. I wish I could na looe her ,— 4>ut in vaiu) 
I still maun doat, and thc^e her proud disdain. 
My Bawty is a cur I dearly like, 
E'en while he fawn'd she strak the poor dumb tyke : 
If I had fiird a nook within her breast, 
She wad have shawn mair kindness to my beast* 
When I begin to tune my stock and horn, 
Wi' a' her face she shaws a caulrife scorn. - 
Last night I play'd ; ye never heard sic spite ^ 
'* O'er Bogie" was the spring, and her delyte: 
Yet tauntingly she at her cousin speer'd, 
Gif she could tell what tune I play*d, and 8neer^4' 
Flocks, wander where ye like, I dinna care, 
I'll break my reed, and never whistle mair. 

Fat. E'en do sae, Roger, wha can help misluck ? 
Saebiens she be sic a thrawn-gabbit chuck ? 
Yonder s a craig ; since ye ha'e tint a' houp, 
Gae till't your ways, an' tak' the lover's ioup. 

Rog. I needna mak' sic speed my blood to spill, 
I'll warrant death come soon eneugh a*will. 

Pat. Daft gowk ! leave aff that silly whinging way ; 
Seem careless, there^s my hand ye'll win the ^ay. 
Here how I sery'd my lass I looe as weal 
As ye do Jenny, an' wi' heart as leel. 
Last morning I was gye an' early out, 
Upon a dykrl lean'd> glo wring about ; 
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I saw my Meg coroe linkan o'er the lee ; 

I saw my Meg, but Peggy saw nae me ; 

For yet the sun was wading thro* the mist. 

An' she was close upon me e'er she wist : 

Her coats were kiltitj and did sweetly shaw 

Her straught bare legs, that whiter were than snaw. 

Her cockemony snooded up fu' sleek* 

Her huffet-locks hang wavk)* on berxheek; 

Her cheeks sae ruddy, an* her een sae clear ; 

An' oh ! her mouth's like ony hinny pear. 

Neat, neat she was, in bustine waistcoat clean^ 

As she came skiffing o'er the dewy green : 

Blythsome, I cry'd, My bonny Meg come here^ 

I ferly wherefore ye're sae soon asteer; 

But I can guess, ye're gawn to gather dew : 

She scour'd awa' an' said. What's that to you ? 

Then fare ye weel, Meg Dorts, an' e'en's ye like^ 

I careless cry'd, an' lap in o'er the dyke ; 

I trow, when that she saw, within a cracl^ 

She came wi' a right thieveless errand, back ; 

MiscaM me first, — then bade me hound my dog^ 

To wear up three waff eweastray'd on the bog» 

I lettgh, an' sae did she; then wi' great haste 

I clasp'd my afms about her neck an' waist ; 

About her yielding waist, an' took a foilth 

D' sweetest kisses frae her gloating mouths 

While hard an' fast I held her in my grips, 

My very saul came lowpimg to my lips. 

Sair, sair she flet wi' me 'tween ilka smack. 

But weel I kend she meant nae as she spaki 

Dear Roger, when your joe puts on her gloom;. 

Bo ye sae too, an' never fash your thumb, 

Seem to forsake her, soon she'll change her moodf 

6ae woo anither, an' she'll gang clean wood... 

SANG IL 

Bear Roger, if your Jenny geek,. 

An' answer kindness wi' a slight^ 
Seem unconcern'd at her neglect^ 

For women in a. man delig^hk^ 
B 2. 
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But them despise wha^s soon defeat;^ 

An* \»i' a simple face, gi'cs way, 
To a repulse— then be nae blatet 

Push bkuldlf on, an' win the day. 

' When maidens, innocently young, 

Say aften what they never mean. 
Ne'er mind theii* pretty lying tongue ; 

But tent the language o' their e'en': ^ 
If these i^ree, an' she persist 

To answer a' your love wi' hate, 
Seek elsewhere to be better blest, 

An' let her sigh when it's too late* 

Rog. Kind Patie, now fair-fa' your honest heart, 
Ye're ay sae cadgy, an^ ha'e sic an art 
To hearten ane : For now, as clean's a leek, 
Ye've cherish'd me since ye began to speak. 
Sae,^ for your pains, 1*11 make you a propine, 
(My mother, rest her saul ! she made it fine ;) 
A tartan plaid* spun of gdod hawslock woo, 
Scarlet an' green the sets, the borders blue : 
Wi' spraighs like gowd an' siller, cross'd wi' black t 
I never had it yet upon my back. * 
Weel are ye wordy o't, wha ha'e sae kind 
Redd up my ravel'd doubts, an' clear'd my mind. 
. I^at. Weel,ha'd ye there— an' since ye've frankly nut<^» 

^ To me a present o' your braw new plaid, 
My fiute*s be your*s, and she too that's sae nice^i 
Shall come a-will, gif ' ye»ll tak* my advice. 

l^og. As ye advise, I'll promise to observ*t ; 
But ye maun keep the flute, ye best deserv't. 
Now tak' it out, an' gie's a bonny spring; ' 
For Vm in tift (o hear you play an' aing. 

JPat. But first we'll tak' a turn up to the heighit ' 
An' see gif a' our flocks be feeding right ; 

^ By that time bannocks, an' a shave o' cheese, 
Will mak' a breakfast that a laird might please ; 
Might please the daintiest gabs, were they sae wise 
To season meat wi' health, instead o* spice. 
When we ha'e tane the grace-'drink at the well, 

I'll whistle fiae^ an' abjg V yip like myselL [Exe^tnt j 
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Scene IL 



P&OIiOOVB. 

A flowpic howin> between twa verdant braes. 
Where lasses use to wash an' spread their claiths^ 
A trottingf burnle wimpling thro' the ground. 
Its channel peebles, shining smooth an' round : 
Here view twa barefoot beauties, clean an' clear; 
First please your eye, next gratify your ear : 
While Jenny what she wishes discommends. 
An' Meg, wi' better sense, true love defendff. 



PEGGY AND JENNT. 

Jenfty, COME Meg, let's fa' to wark upon the green> 
This sunny daf will bleach our linen clean ; 
The watei^s clear, the lift unclouded blewy 
Will mak' them like a lily wet wi' ^ew. 

^eggy. Gae fiirer up the bum to Habbie's How, 
Where a' the sweets o* spring an' simmer grow ; 
Between twa birks, out o'er a little lin^ 
The Water fa's an' maks a singan din r 
A pool breast-deep, beneath as clear as glass, 
Kisses wi^ easy whirls, the bord'ring grass. 
We'll end our washing while the morning's cool; 
An' when the day grows het, we'll to the pool, 
Th^re wash oursells— -it's healthfu' now in May, 
An' sweetly cauler on sae warm a day. 

Jen. Daft lassie, when we're naked, what*ll ye say 
Gif our twa herds come brattling down the brae, 
An' see us sae ?— -that jeering fallow Pate, ^ 

Wad taunting say, Haith lasses, ye're no blate. 

Peg. We're fur frae oiljr road, an* out o' sight; 
The lads they're feeding far beyont the height. 
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But tell me now, dear Jenny, (we're our lane,> 
What gars ye plague your wooer wi* (Usdain t 
The nibours a' tent this as weel as I, 
% That Roger looes ye, yet ye carena by. 
What ails ye at him ? Troth,' between us twa^ 
IJe^s wordy you the best day e'er ye saw. 

Jen. I dinna like him, Peggy, there's an cud ; 
A herd mair sheepish yet I never kend. 
He katms his hsdr indeed, an' gaes right snug^ 
Wi* ribbon knots at his blue bonnet lug, 
Whilk pensylie he wears a-thought a-jee, 
An^ spreads his garters dic'd beneath his knee ; 
He falds his overlay down his breast wi' c^re, 
An* few gangs trigger t5 the kirk or fair : 
For a' that, he can neither sing nor say, 
Except, JSow <rye.?— or, 7%ere'« a bonny day, 

Fe^. Ye dash the lad wi' constant slighting pride^^ 
Hatred for love is unco sair to bide : 
But ye'll repent ye, if his love grow cauld : 
Wha' likes a dorty maiden when die's auld ? 
Like dawted wean, that tarrows at Its meat, 
That for some feckless whim will orp an' greet: 
The lave laugh at it, till the dinner^s past j 
An' syne the fool thing is oblig'd to fast^ 
Or scart anither's leavings at the last^ 

SANG IIL 

The dorty will repent. 

If lover's hearts grow catild;: 
An' nane her smiles will tent, 

Soon as her face looks auld. 

The dawted bairn thus tak's the pet» 

Nop eats, tho' hunger erave ; 
W him pers^ an' tarrows at its meat)^ 

An's laught at by the la^e. 

They jest it t^ll the dinner's pastr 

Thusj-by itself abus'd, 
"The fool thing is oblig'd to fasti, * 

Or eat what they've rtfus'4 



} 
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Fy ! Jenny, think} an' dinna sit your time. 

Jen, I never thought a single life a crime. 

Peg. Nor I ;— •but love in whispers lets us ken> 
That men were made for us, an' we for men. 

Jen. If Roger is piy joe, he kens himsell, 
For sic a tale I never heard him tell. 
He glowrs an' sighs, an' I can guess the cause i 
But wha's obligM to spell his bums an' haws ? 
Whene'er he likes to tell his mind mair plain> 
I'se tell him frankly ne'er to do't again. , 
They're fools that slavery like, an' may be free ; 
The chiels may a' knit up tbemsels for me. 

Peg. Be doing your wa's ; for me, I hae a mind 
To be as yielding as my Patie's kind. 

Jen. Heh, lass ! how can ye love that rattle-skull ? 
A very deil, that ay maun hae his will. 
We'll soon hear tell, what a poor fechting life 
You twa will lead, sae aoon's ye're man an* vfiSe*^ 

Peg, I'll rin the risk, nor ha'e I ony fear. 
But rather think ilk langsome day a year, ' 
Till I wi' pleasure mount my bridaUbedy 
Where on my Patie's breaat I'll lean my head. 
There we may kiss as lang as kissiiig's gude^ 
An' what we do, there's nane dar' ca' it rude. 
He's get his will : Why no ? it's good my part 
To gie him that, an' he'll gie me his hearts 

Jen, l{e may indeed, for ten or fifteen days^ 
Mak' meikle o' yet wi' an unco fraise. 
An' daut ye baith afore fouk, an' your lane.; 
But soon as his newfangleness is gane, 
He'll look upon you as his tether-stake, 
An' think he's tint his freedom for your sake< 
Instead then o' lang days o' sweet delyte, 
Ae day be dumb, an' a' the neist he'll flyte ; 
An' may be, in his barlikhoods, ne'er stick 
To lend his loving wife a loundering lick* 

SANG IV. t 

O dear Peggy, love's beguiling, 
We ought not to trust his smiUng i^ 
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Bettev &r to do as I do,. 
' Lest a harder luck betide you. 
Lasses, when their fancy's carry'd, 
Think of nocht but to be marry'd : 
Kunning^ to a life^ destroys. ' 
HearlsomC) free, an' youthfu' joys. 

Fe^, Sic coarse-spun thoughts as thae^want pith to- 
move 
My settled mind ; Fin o^er far gane in love. ^ 

Pati^ to me is^ dearer than my breath, 
But want o' him I dread nae other skaith. 
There's nane o* a' the herds that tread th^ greens 
Has SIC a smile, or sic twa glancing een : 
An? then he speaks wi' sie a taking art, " 
iHis words they thirl like- music thro* my heart. , 
How blythly can he sport, ianV gently i*ave, 
An' jest at feckless fears that fright the lave^ 
Ilk day that he's alane uponlhe hill, 
He reads fell hooka that teach him meikle skill ^ 
He is— 43ut what need I say that or this ? 
I*d spend a month to tell y^ what he is ! 
In a' he says or does, there's sic a gate, 
The rest seem coofs compar'd wi' my dear Pate»^ 
His better sense will lang hi^ love secure ; 
Ill-nature h^fts In sauls thajt's weak, an' poor^ 

SANG. v.. 

.,.- /-•*•"'"■ " '. . 
How shall I be sad when a husba^ I hae,. 
That has better sense than ony of thae ; 
Sour, weak, silly fejlowst, that study like Ibols, 
To sink their ain joy, an* mak their wives snoolsi. 
The man who is prudent ne*ec lightlies his wif©,. 
Or wi' dull reproaches encourages strife ; 
PIq praises h«r virtues, an' ne'er will abujBe. 
Her for a sma' &Uing, l>ut find an excuse. 

Jen. Hey, bonny lass o* Brankaome ! or't be lang^ 
Your v^itty Pate will put you in a sang. 
O. 'tis a pleasant thing to be a bride ; 
^yi^ whinging getta. about your ingle-side, 



THE GENTLE 8HEPHEBJX ^3 

Y^ping for this or that vri* fasheous din i 

To mak' them brats then ye maun toil an' spin* 

Ae wean fa's sicki ane scads itsell wi' broe, , 

Ane breaks his shin, anither tines his shoe i 

The Deil gaeao^er Jock Wabettry hame grows hlBll» 

An' Pate mtsca's je waur thsm tongue can tell. 

I^eg. Yes, it's a heartsome thing to be a wife, 
When round the ingle-edge young sprouts are rifis« • 
Ciif I'm sae happy, I shall ha'e delight 
To hear their little plaints, an' keep them right 
Wow I Jenny, can there greater pleasure be, 
Than see sic wee tots toolying at your knee ; 
When a' they ettie at— —*-tbeir greatest Wish, 
Is to be made o' an' obtam a kiss ? 
Can there be toil in tenting d^y an' night . 
The like o' them, when love maks care delight? 

Jenr But poortith, Peggy, is the warst o' a', 
Crif o^er your heads ill-chance should begg'ry draw. 
For little love or canty cheer can come * 
Frae duddy doublets, an' a pantry toom. 
Your nowt may. die ;— -the spate may bear away 
Frae aff the howms your dainty rucks o' hay.— 
The thick-blawn wreaths o' snaw, or blashy tbows^ 
May sfnoQr your wathers, an' may rpt your ewes, 
A dyvour buys your butter, woo, an' cheese. 
But, or the day o' pj^ym^nt, breaks, an' flees : 
Wi' glooman brow^^^the laird seeks in his rent ; 
It's no to gi'e; your' merchant's to the bent: 
His honor mauna want ; h^ poinds your gear : 
Syne, driven frae house an hald, where will ye steer f 
Dear Meg, be. wise, an' live a single life,- 
Troth,it'8 nae mows to be a married wife. 

Peg. May sic ill hick befai' that silly she 
Wba has sic fears, for that w.as never me. 
Let fouk bode wed, an' strive to do their best ; 
Nae mair's requir'd ; let Heav'n mak out the rest. 
I've heard my honest uncle aften say. 
That lads should a' for wives that's virtuous pray; 
For the maist thrifty man could never get 
A weel-storM room, unless his wife wad let : 
Wherefore nocht shall be wanting on my part, 
To gather wealth to raise my shepherd's hearts 
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, Wbate'er he Mrins, I'll guide wi* canny care, 
An' win the Togue at market^ tron« or &ir, 
For halsesome^ clean, cbeap) an' sufficittit ware. 
A flock o' lambS) cheese^ butter, an' some woo, 
Shall first be said, to pay the laird his due ; 
Syne a' bebind's oor ain.-»^^Thu«, without fear, 
Wi' love an' rowth, we thro' the warM will steer; 
An* wiien my Pate in bairns an' gear grows rife, 
Heil bless the day he gat me for his wife. 

Jen. Bui what if some young giglet on the green, 
Wi' dimpled cheeks, an' twa bewitching een, 
Shou'd gar your Patie think his hidf-worn Meg, - 
An* her kend kisses, hardly worth a feg ? 

Peg. Nae mair of that'^-^ear Jenny^ to be free, 
There's some men consunter in Iotc than we : 
Nor is the ierly great, when nature kind 
Has blest them wi' solidity of mind. 
They'll reason calmly, an' wi' kindness smile, 
W6en our short passiona wad our peace beguife. 
Sae, whensoe'er they slight their maiks at hame, 
Its ten to ane the wives are maist to Uame. 
Then I'll employ wl' pleasure a* my art P - 

To keep him chearfu', an' secure his heart. 
At e'en, when he comes weary, frae the hill, 
I'll ha'e a' things made ready to his will : 
In winter, when he toils thro' wind an' rain, 
A bleezing ingle, an' a clean hearth-stane ; 
An' soon as he flings by his plaid an' staff. 
The seething pat's be ready to tak' aff ; 
Clean hag-a-^g I'll spread upon his board, 
An' serve him with the best we can afford: 
Good-humour an' white bigonets shall be 
Guards to my &ce,.to keep his love for me. 

Jen. A dish o' married love right soon grows cauld, 
An* dosens down to nane, as fpuk grow auld. 

Feg. But we'll grow auld togither, an' ne'er find 
The loss of youth, when love grows on the mind. 
Bairns an' their bairns mak' sure a firmer tye, 
Than aught in love the like of ua can spy. 
See yon twa elms that grow up side by side, 
Suppose them aome years syne bridegroom an' brides 
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Nearer an' nearer ilka year they've presty 
Till wide their spreading branches are increase 
An' in their mixture now are fully blest. 
This shields the other frae the eastiin bl|Uit| 
That in return defends it frae the wast 
Sic as stand single (a state sae lik'd by you !) 
. Beneath ilk storfn^ trae every airth, maun bow. 
, Jen* Fve done— •! yield) dear lassie, I maun yield | 
Your better sense has faioly won the fields 
With the assistance of a little fsie 
Lies dem'd within my breast this mony a day. 

SANG VI. 

Jen, I yield, deaf lassie, yq have won. 

An' there is nae denying, 
That sure as light Hows frae the sun^ 
" Frae lov$ proceeds complying. 
For a' that we can do or say, , 

'Qiinst love nae thinker heeds us: 
They ken our bosoma lodge the fae, - 

That by the heart-string^s leads us. 

Peg* Alakoy poor prisoner! Jenny that's no £ur^ 
That ye'll no let the wee think tak* the sdr : 
Haste, let him out; we'll tent as weel's we can, 
Gif he be Bauldy's or poor Roger's man. 

Jen. Afiither time's as good ;— for see the sun 
Is right far up, an* we're not yet begun 
To freath the graith:->-if canker'd Madge, our aun^ 
Come up the bum, shell gie's a wicked rant: 
But when we've' done, I'll tell ye a' my mind ; 
For this seems trUe)-*-pae lass can be vhkind. \Exeunu 
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A snug thack bouse* before the door a green : 
Hens on the middin^, ducks in the dubs are s||D' 
On this side ttajids a bam, on that a byre : , ^ 
A peat-stac)c joins, an' focms a rural squai%« 
The house is Glaud's*-There you may see him Iran, 
An' to his devotpseat invite his frien*. 

GLAUD AND SYMOK. 

Glaud. GOOP-^{ORROW» oeibour Syoaon ^— comei 
8i( dowQ) 
An' gi'es your crs^ckd.-— What^s a* the news in town ? 
They tell me ye was in the ither 4ay> - 
An' said your Crummock) an' her hassen'd quey« 
I'll warrant ye'vc cofi a pund o' opt an' dry j 
Lug out your box> an' gi'es a pipe U) try. 

Symon. WP a' my heart ;— an' tent me now, auld boy^ 
I've gather'd news will kittle your mind wi' joy. 
I couMna rest till I cam' o'er the buni} 
To tell ye things ha'e taken sic a turn, 
^ Will gar our vile oppressors stend like fiaes. 
An' skulk in bidlings on the hether braes. 

Glaud. Fjf blaw !— »Ab| Symie 1 rattling chiels ne'er 
stand 
To deck an' spread the grossest li^s aff*hand. 
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Whflk sooirffies rotind, Bfce wffl-fire, fifr afa^n^ri ' ' 
But kioM your ptike, be't true or fause liet's' hcjfr. . .^ 

iS^ott. S^eing's believing^ Glaud"; ati^ it hare Bern, 
Hab, that abroad has wP our nia^tbi' 6«enr ' ' 

Our brave good master, wha right wisely fled^ 
Aq' left a fair estate td save hi» head: 
Bite^seye ken fu' wcel he bravely chose . 
To stand his Licge*s friend ^i' great Mcrfitrostf. 
ifow Cromweirs gane lo Nick; an* ane caM Monk 
Has play*d the. Rumple a right sice begunk» 
Restored King Chatles, an*^ ilka thing's in tune f 
An' Habby says, wcTlI «ee Sir Williani soon. 

Glaud. That maks me biyth indeed l^— but dfnna flaw : 
Tell o'er your news again ! and swear til't a*. 
An' saw ye Hab ? an* what did Halbert sity i * 
They ha'e been e'en a drearjLtime away. 
Now God be thanked that our laii^d^s come hame ;. 
An' his estate, say, can he eithly claiml 

Symtm, They that hag-rid us ull our gutS did gran^i"! 
Like greedy bairs, dare nae mair db't agaiil, I 

An* good Sir William* sali enjoy his ain. » J 

SANG vri; 

Cauld be the rebels cast» 
Oppressors base an* bloody.; 
, I hope we'll see them at the last, 
- Strung a' up in a woody. 

Blest be he of worth an' sense^ 

An' ever high in station, 
That bravely stands in the. defiance 

Of conscience, king, an' nation. 

G/flMcf. An' may he lang; for never did he stent ^ 
Us in our thriving, wi' a ra<Jket rent ; 
Nor grumbled, if ane grew ridh; or shor'd to raise 
Our mailens, when we pat on Sunday's claise. 

Symon. Nor wad he lang, v^i' senseless saucy air, 
Allow our lyatt noddles to be bare,. 
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^ How sells uiutiK i;ai,ii6 :,«— wx^ai gies woo (j 

An' »ic-like kindly quesUons wad he speer. 

: SANG vm. 

Th^ laird whA in ricbes an' honoury 

Wad thrive, should be kindly an' freej. 
Nor rack his poor tenants wha labour 

To rise aboon poverty ; 
Else, like pack-horse that's unfotherM 

An' burdcn'd, will tumble down faint : 
Thus virtue by bard-ship is smother'd^ 

An* racket's aft tine their rent. 

Gland. Then wad he gar his butler bring bedeen 
The nappy bottle ben, an' glasses clean, 
Whilk in ourbreast rais'd sic a blythsome flame> 
As gart me mony a time gae dancing hame. 
My heart's e'en rais'd !— Dear neibour will ye stay^ 
An* tak'your dinner here wi' me the day? 
We'll send for Elspa too— an' upo' sight, 
I'll whistle Pate an' Roger frae the height : 
I'll yoke my sied^ an' send to the neist town, 
*An' bring a draught o' ale baith stout an' brown ; 
An' gar our cottars a% man, wife, an*' wean, 
Drink 'till they tine the gate to stand their lane. 

Symon. I wadna bank my friend his biyth design^. 
Gif that it hadna first of a' been mine : 
For here— yestreen I brei^'d a bow o' maut^t 
Yestreen I slew twa wethers prime an''fat; 
A furlet o' guid cakes my Elspa beuk, 
An' a large ham hangs reesting in the nenk ;^ 
I saw mysell, or I cam o'er the loan, 
Our meikle pat, that scads the wh^y, put on^ 
A mutton bouk to boil ;-«an ane we'll roast ;- 
An' on the haggles Elspa apares nae cost : 
Sma' are they shorn, an', she can mix fu' nice 
The gusty ingans wi' a cum o* spice : 
Fat are the puddings^— heads an' feet weel sung ; 
An' we've invited neibours auld an' young, 
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To pass this afterncxm wP glee an' gamey 
An' drink our master's health an' welcome ham6[. 
Ye mauna then refuse to join the rest, 
Since ye're my nearest friend that I like best: 
Bring wi' you a' your family ; an' then, 
Whene'er your please, I'll rant wi' you again. 

^hud. Sp6ke like yersel], auld birky, never fear^ 
But at your banquet I sail first appear: 
*^ Faith, we sail bend the bicker, an' look bauld, 
* Till we forget that we sere fail'd or auld. 
Auld, said I!— Troth, I'm younger be a score, 
Wi' your guid news, than what I was before. 
I'll dance or e'en! hey, Madge, come forth, d'ye hear? 

£NT£R MAPOE* 

Madge. The man's gane gyte!— *0ear Symon, wel- 
come here— 
What w^ ye> Glaud, wi* a' this haste an* din ? 
Ye never let a body sit to spin. 

Glaud, Spin] snuff 1 — Gae break your wheels an^ 
b\)xn your tow, 
An' set the meiklest peat-stack in a low; 
Syne d4nce about the baneiire till ye die, 
Since now again we'll soon Sir William see. 
Madge. Blyth news indeed ! — An* wha was't tald yea 

o't? 
Glaud. Whafs that to you?— Gae get my Sunday's 
coat; 
Wale out the whitest o* my bobit bands, 
My white-skin hose, an' mittans for my hands ; 
Syne frae their washing cry the bairns in haste, 
An* mak* yersells as trig, head, feet, an* waist, 
As ye were a' to get young lads or e'en ; 
For we're gaun o'er to dine wi' Sym bedeen. 

Symon. Do honest Madge:— an' Glaud^ I'll o'er the 
gate, 
An' see that a* be done as I wad hae't. \^Exeunt. 
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Seem II. 



The open iield.-'--A cottage in a glen* 

An auld wife spinning at tbe sunny en'.—- — > 

At a sma' distance by a blasted treex 

\iiT^ faulded arms, an' hauf-rais'd looks» ye see. 



BAULDTHIS LANE. 

WHATS this! I canha bcai't ! »Tis war than hell,. 
To be sae brunt wi* love, yet darna tell I 

Peg^y sweeter than the dawning day. 
Sweeter than gowany glens or^new maun hay ; 
Blyther than Iambs diat frisk out o'er the knows; 
Straughter than aught that in the forest grows : 
Her een the clearest blob o' dew outshines \ 
The lily in her breast ^ beauty tines : 

Her legs, her arms, her cheeks, her mouth, her een^ 
Will be my dead, that will be shortly seen I ~ 
For Pate looes her,-*waes me ! — ^an' she looes Pate ; 
An' I wi* Neps, by some unlucky fate, 
• Made a daft vow : O but ane be a beast, 
That mak's rash aiths till he's afore the priest I 

1 darna speak my mind, else a' the three, 
But doubt, wad prove ilk ane m]^ enemy: 

Its sair to thole ;— lil try some witchcraft art^ 
To break wi* ane an* win the other's heart. 
Here Mausy lives, a witch, that for sma* price 
Can cast hec cantraips, an' gi'e me advice : 
She can o'ercast the night, an' cloud the moon, 
An' mak the deils obedient to her crune : 
At midnight hours, o'er the kirk-yard she raves> 
An' howks unchristen'd weans out o* their graves^ 
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Boils up their liyiera in a .warlocVs pow : 

Rins withershins about the hemlock low ; 

An* seven times does her prayers backward pray^ 

Till Plotcock comes wi' lumps o* Lapland clay, 

Mixt wi' the ?enom o' black taids an' snakes : 

O' thiS) unsonsy picture aft she makes 

O' ony ane sht hates, — an' gars expire 

Wr slaw an' racking pains afore a fire : 

Stuck fu' o* prins, the devilish pictures melt ; 

The pain by fouk they represent is felt. 

An' yonder's Mause ; ay, ay, she kens fu* weel> 

When ane like me comes rinning^to the deil. 

She an' her cat sit becking in her yard ; 

To speak my errand, faith) a:maist Fm fearM : 

But I maun do't, tho* I should never thrive ; 

They gallop fast that deils an' lasses drive. ^ [^Exic 



Scene IIL 



PROLOGUX. 

A green kaiUyard : a little fount. 

Where water poplin springs : 
There sits a wife wi' wrinkjled front;, 
. An* yet she spins an' sings. 

MAUSE. 
SANG IX. 

Peggy, no^ the king's come^ 

Peggy> now; the king's come, 

Thou shalt dance, an' I shall sing, 

Peggy, now the king's come : 
Nae mair the hawkies shalt thou mHky 
But change thy plaiden coat for 8ilk> 
An' be a lady o' that ilk, 

NoW) l^eggy) since the king'axom^. 
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, 'EMTBR BAVLDir. 

BatUdy. How does auld honest Lucky 6* the glen ? 
Ye look baith hale an' fere at threescore ten. 

Mause, E^en twining out a thread wi^ little din^ 
An' beeking my cauld limbs afore the sun. 
What brings my bairn this gate sae air at morn ? 
Is there nae muck to lead ?-— to thresh, nae corii ? 

BaiUdy. Eneugh o' baitb— — ^-But something that re-^ 
quires 
Your helping hand, employs now a' my cares. 

Mouse. My helping hand ! alake ! what can I do, 
That underneath baith eild an' poortith bow? 

Bauldy, Ay, but ye're wise, an* wiser far than we, 
Or maist part o' the parish tells a lie. 

Mouse. O* what kind wisdom think ye I'm possest, 
That lifts my character aboon the rest ? 

Bduldy, The word that gangs, how yeVe sae wise an' 
fell, . 
Y'll may be tak' it ill gif I should tell. 

Mause, What fouk say o' me, Bauldy, let me hear ; 
Keep naething up, ye naething ha'e to fear. 

Bauldy, Weel, since ye bid me, I shall tell ye a' 
That ilk ane tauks about ye, but a ilaw. 
^ When last theu wind made Glaud a roofless barn ; 
When last the burn bore down my mfther's yarn; 
When Brawny elf-shot never mair came hame; 
When Tibby kirn'd an' there nae butter came ; 
W.hen Bessy Freetock's cuffy-cbeeked wean 
To a fairy turn'd, an' couldna* stan* its lane ; 
When Wattie wandcr'd ae night thro' the shaw^ 
An' tint himsell amaist amang the snaw ; 
Wlien Mungo's mare stood still, an' swat wi' fright, 
When he brought east the howdy under night; 
When Bawsy shot to dead upon the green^ , 

An' Sara' tint a snood was nae mair seen: 
You, Lucky, gat the wyte o' a* fell out, 
An' ilka ane here dreads you, round about : 
An' sae they may that mean to do ye skaith ; 
For me to wrang ye, I'll be very laith ; 
But when I neist mak grots, I'll strive to please 
You wi* a furlct o* theni} mixt wi' pease. 



} 
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Mause, I thank ye» lad.-— Now tell me youc demand^ 
An^ if I can, Til lend my helping hand. 

Bauldy. Then, I like Peggy.— Neps is fond o' me*-— 
Peggy like's Pate; — an' Pate is bauld an* slee, 
An' loocs sweet Meg. — But Neps I downa see-- 
Cou'd ye turn Patie's love to Neps, an' then 
Peggy's to me,— I'd be the happiest man. 

Mouse. V\\ try my art to gar the bowls row right ; 
Sae gang your ways, an* come again at night : 
'Gainst that time I'll some simple things prepare, 
Worth a* your pease an** grots : tak' ye nae care. ' 

Bauldy. Weel, Mause, I'll Come, gif I the road can 
find : 
But if ye raise the deil, he'll raise the wind ; 
Sytie rain an' thunder, may be, when it's late, 
Will mak the night sae mirk, I'll tyne the gate. 
We're^a* to rant in Symie's at a feast, 
O will y^comS like Badrans for a jest ? • 
An' iHere ye can our di4ferent 'havious spy : 
There's nane shall ken o't there but you anM. 

Matcae. its like I may — but let na on what's past 
'Tween you an' m^, else fear a kittle cast. 

Bauldy, If I aught o' your secrets e'er advance^ 
May ye ride on me ilka night to Franci^. 

[^Exit BauLdji* 

MAUSE HER LANE. 

HARD luck, alake ! when poverty an' eild 
Weeds out o' fashion , an' a lianely beiid, 
Wi' a sma' cast o' wiles, should, in a twite h> 
Gi*e ane the hatefu' name, Jl wrinkled vdtch. 
This fool imagines, as do many sic^ 
That I'm a wretch in compact wi' Auld Nick j 
Because by education I was taught 
To speak an* act aboon their common thought. 
Their gross mistake shall quickly now appear ; 
Soon shall they ken what brought, what keeps me here; 
' Nane kens but me ; — an' JjFthe morn were come^ 
VVL tell them t?iles will ^r them a sing dumb, [^««^. 
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Scene ITI 



SROLOGUB. 

Behind a tree upon the pkin> . ' 

Pate and his Pegg^y meet ;, 
in love, without a vicious stain,* 
The bonny lass an' cheerfu* swain 
^ Change vx>ws an* l^isses sweet. 

PATIEAWB PEGGY.' > 

Peggy. O PATIE, tet me gang; I marnia stay ;t 
We're baith ery'd hamei an* Jenny she's away. 

PatU, I'm laitb to part »ae soon ; »ow we*r« afen%. 
An* Roger he's awa* wi? Jenay gane; . 
The3(^re as content, foe aught I hear or see^ 
To be alane themsells, 1 judge, as we. 
Here, whepe primroses thickest paint the green) 
Hard by this little burnie let us lean. 
Hark, how the laverocks chant aboon our heads, 
How saft the westlin winds sough thro' the reeds ! 

Peg. The scented meadows,— bird«r— an' healthy 
breeze. 
For aught I ken, may msur than Peggy plfease. 

Pat. Ye wrang me sair, to doubt my being kxnd| 
It) speaking sae, ye ca* me dull an' blind ; 
G!f 1 could fancy aught^s sae sweet or fair 
As my dear Meg, or worthy o* my care. 
Thy breath is sweeter than the sweetest brier. 
Thy cheek an' breast the finest flow'rs appear. 
Thy words excel the maist delightful notes, . 
That warble thro* the merl or mavis' throats. 
Wi» thee I tent nae fiow'rs that busk the field,. 
Qr riper berries that our mountains yield. 



] 
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The sweetest fruits, th«t Img upon the tree^ . 
Are far inferior to a kiss o' thee. 

J^eg, But^atrick, fi>r some wicked end, may fleech. 
An' lambs shou'd tremble when the foxes prefich* 
I dama,stay ;«— ye jokeri let me gang : 
Anither lass may gar you change your san^; 
Your thoughts may flit, an' I may thole the wrang. 

Fat, Sooner a mother shall her fondness drapj 
An' wrai^ the balm ^ts smiling on her lap : 
The sun shs^l changes^ihe moon to change shall cease^ 
The gaits to clij^9-*the sheep to yield their fieece, 
Ere augl^t by me be either said or done, 
Shall skaith our love, I swear by a' aboon. 
Feff. Then keep your aith,— But mwy Ijuls will 
swear. ^ 

An' be manswom to twa in a hauf a year. 
Now I belieye m like metwoftder weel; 
But if a fairer £ice your heart shou'd steal. 
Your Meg, forsaken, bootless might relate^ 
How she was dawted anes by faithless Pate. . 

JPat. I'm sure I canna change ; ye needna fear ; 
Tho' wc*re but young, Tve looed you money a yeai\ , 
I mind it weel, when thou cou'dst hardly gang, 

Or tispt out words, I choos'd ye frae the thrang 

O' a' the bsums, an' led thee by the hand, 

Aft to the tansy knowe, or rashy strand. 
Thou smiling by my side :*— I took delyte 

To pou the rashes green, wi' roots sae white ; 

C which, as weel as my young fancy cou'd, 

For thee I plet the flow'ry belt an' snood. 

Feg. When first thou gade wi' shepherds to tl»& hill, 

An' I to milk the ewes first try*d my skill; 

To bear a leglen was nae toil to me, 

When at the bught at e'en I met wi' thee. 
'Fat. When corns grew yeUow, an' the hether-bells 

Bloom'd bonny on the muir aii' rising fel!s, 

Nae birns, or briers, or whins, e'er trouU'd me, 

Gif I cou'd find blae berries ripe for thee, 

Feg. When thou didst wrestle, run, or putt the Stanei 

An' wan the day, my heart was fiight'ring fain : 

At a' these sports tbpu still ga' joy to me; 

For nane can wrestlft rw, o^ ptttt» wi' thee. 
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Fat. Jenny sings j^aft the B^oom o* CovidenrhMSe^^ 
An' Rosie lilts the Miking of the Ewes; 
There's nane like Nancy, JVlmy ffettlee sings; 
At turns in Maggy Lauder^ Marion dings : 
'But when my Peggy singSy wi* sweeter skilly 
The Boatman^ or the Lass o* F'aties Mtilf 
It is a thousand times inair sweet to me ; 
Tho' they sing weel^ they canna sing like thee. 

Feg, How eith can lasses trow what they desire ! 
Ar% roos*d by them. we love, blaw% up that fire : 
But wha- looes best, let time an' carriage try ; 
Be constant, an' my love shall time defy. 
Be stiil as now ; an' a' iny care shall be. 
How to contrive what pleasant is for thee. 

SANGX . ^ \ 

When first my dear Jaddie gaed to the green hill. 
An' I at ewe-milking, first sey'd my young skill, 
To bear the milk«bowie nae pain was to me, 
When I at the bughting forgathered wi' thee. 

PATIE. 

When com-riggs wav'd yellow, an* bine hether-bells 
Bloom'd bonny on mulrland, an' sweet rising fells, 
Nae birns, briers, or breckens, ga'e trouble to me, 
Gif I found the berries right ripen'd for thee. 

PEGGT. 

When thou ran> or wrestled, or putted the 8tane» 
An' cam aff the victor, my heart was ay fain ; 
Thy ilka sport manly ga'e pleasure to me ; 
For. nane can putt, wrestle, or run swift, as thee. 

PATIB. 

Our Jenny sings saftly the Cewden-hroom-knowesi 
An' Rosie lilts sweetly the Miking the Ewesy 
There's few Jenny J^ettles like Nancy can sing ; 
At Throi* the Woody Laddie^ Bess gars our lugs ring ; 

But when my dear Peggy sings, with better skill, 
The Boatmeny Tweed-sidey or the Lass •' the MU^ 
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^IHs mony times sweeter an^ pleasing to me; 
For tho' they sing nicely^ they caiinot like thee. ' 

PE60T. . 

' • * 
Hoi^ easy can lasses trow what they desire ? 
And praises sae kindly increases lore's fire r 
Gi'e me still this pleastiire) my study shall be 
To mak myseli better ah' sweeter for thee. ] 

Pai. Were thou a giglet gawky like the lave, 
That little better than our nowt behave ; 
At Jtiaught .they'll ferly^ senseless tales believe; 
Be blyth for' silly heights, for trifles grieve : — 
Sic ne'er cou'd win my heart, that kennahow 
Either to keep a prize, or yet prove true: 
But thou, in better sense without a flaw, 
As in thy beauty, far excels them a' : 
Continue kind, an' a' my care shall btf, • 
How to contrive what pleasing is for thee. 

Peg. Agreed— -But hearken ! yen's auld aunty's cry, 
I ken theyhl wonder what can mak* us stay. 

Pat. An' let them ferly. — Now a kindly kiss, 
Or five*score guid anes wadna be amiss ; 
An' syne we'll sing the sang wi' tunefu' glee. 
That I made up last owk on you an' roe. 

Peg Sing first, syne claim your hire.-*- 

Pat, Weeli I agree. 

SANG XI. 

By the delicious warmness of thy month, 
An' rowing een that smiling tell, the truth, 
I guess, my lassie, that as weel as I, 
You're made^ for love, and why should ye deny. 

PE06T. 

But ken ye, lad, gin we confess o'er soon. 
Ye think us cheap, an' syne the wooing's done i 
The niaiden that o'er quickly tines her power, 
Like unripe fruit, will taste but bard an' sour. 

» ■ . 
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FATIB. 

But gin they hing o'er lang upon the tree> 
Their sweetness they may tine; an' sae may ye. 
Red'Cheeked ye completely ripe appear^ 
An' I ha'e tbol'd an' wooM a lang Half-year. 

PS06T dngingyfa*e into Fattens arm. 

Then dinna pu' mre, gently thus I fe* 
Into my Patie's armS) for good an' a'. 
But stint your wishes to this kind embrace^ 
An' mint nae farer UU weVe got the grace. 

VAXiE, m* his l^ hand about her vmut^ 

O charming armfu' i hence^ ye cares, awayy- 
I'll kiss my treasure a' the live-lang day : 
A' night I'll dream my kisses o'er again. 
Till that day come that ye'll be a' my ain. 

SVNG BY BOTH. 

Sun gallop down the westlin skies, 
Gang soon to bed, an' quickly rise ; 
O lash your steeds, post time away. 
An' haste about our bridal day ! 
An' if ye're wearied, honest light, 
Sleep, gin ye like/a week that night. 
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.Set ni. Seem L 



» noLoevi. 

Now turn your eyes bmnd yon spreadinfiT li^otie, 
And tent a man whase beard seemt bleach'd wl* time ; 
An el wand fitls hit hand» bit habit mean; 
Nae^oubt ye'U think he has a pedlar been :-*«*' 
But whisht! it is the knight in masquerad. 
That cotnes hid in this, cloud to see his lad. 
Observe how pleas'd the loyal suffVer moves 
Thro' his auld av'mtes, anes delightiu' groTCS. 

. SIH WILUAM, SOLUS. 

THE gentleman^ thus hid in low disguise^ 
I'll foi; a space, unknown, delight mine 4Byes 
With a full view df ev'ry fertile plain^^ 
Which once I Jost-^which now are mine again*. 
Yet) 'midst my joy, some prospects pain renew» 
Whilst I my once fair seat in ruins view* 
Yonder, ah me ! it desolately stands 
Without a roof) the ^tes &irn from their bands ; 
The casements all broke down, no ohimney left i 
The naked walls of tap'stry all bereft. 
My stables and pavilions^ broken walls. 
That i¥ith each rainy blast deca|^g Sedla; 
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^ 

My gardens, once adom'd the most complete. 
With all that nature, all that art makes sweet ; 
Where, round the figur'd green and pebble valk% 
The dewf fiow'rs hung nodding on their stalks : 
But overgrown with nettles, docks, and brier, 
Ko jaccacinths or eglantbes appear. 
How do those ample walls to ruin yield, * 
Where peach and nect'riiie branches found a.beild^ 
And bask'd in ravs, which earlgjjdid produce 
Fruit fair to view, delightful inrlie use : 
A)l round in gaps, the walls in rubbish lie 
And from what, stands the withei'^d branches fly. 
These soon shall be repaired ;«— and now my joy 

gorbids all grief— *when I'm to see my boy, 
[y only prpp, and object of my car^y 
Since Heav'n too soon calFd home his mother fair : 
Him, ere the ra^s of reason clfear'd his thought, 
I secretly to faithful Symon brought. 
And chargM him strictly to conceal his birth. 
Till we should see what changing times brought fo;*th.* 
Hid from himselfi he starts uj^by the dawn, 
And ranges careless o'er the height and lawn. 
After his fleecy charge, serenely gay. 
With other shepherds whistling o'er the day. • 
Thrice happy life 1 that's from ambition free ; 
Kemov'd from crowns and Courts, how cheerfully 
A calm contented mortal spends tus time, 
In hearty health, his soul unstsuiiM with crime I 

SANG XII. 

Hfd from himself, now by the dawn , 
He starts as fresh as roses biawn ; 
And ranges o'er the heights and lawi>» 

After his bleeting flocks; ; . 

Healthful, and innocently gay. 
He chants and whistles out ilie day ; 
Untaught to smile, and then betray^ ; 

Like courtly weathercocks. 
Life happy, from ambition free, j^ 

Envy, and vile hMocrisy, 



\ 
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Where truth and love with joys agree. 

Unsullied with a crithe : 
UnmoVd with what disturbs tht great, 
In pityping of their pride and state i ^ 
He lives, ^nd, unafraid of fate, 
C(mtented spends his time. 
« 
Now tow'rds good Symon*s house III bend rojr way, 
And see what makes yon ^mboling to*day ; 
All on the green, in a fair wanton ring, 
My youthfiU tenants gayly dance and sing. 
. lEmt^rmiHanu 



Scene Ur 



It^s Symon's house, please to #tep in» 

Altlvissy^t round an' round ; 
There's nought superfi'ous to gi'e pain^ 

Or eostly to be foitnd^ ' 
Yet a' is clean: a clear peat-ingle 

Glances araidat the floor -, - 
The green horn spoons, beech luggies minigle 

On skelfs foregainst the door. 
While the young brood sport on the greeny 

The auld ane» thinK it best, 
Wi' the brown cow to clear their een^ 

Snuff, crack) an' tak" their rest. 
• 
• SYMON, GLAU0, AND ELSPA. 

Gfottcf. We anes were young oursells.— I like to i 
The bairns bob round wi* other merrylie. 
Troth, Sjrmon, Patie'^s grown a strapan lad. 
An' better looks than his I never bade ; 
Anang our lads he bears the gree awa% 
An' teU his tale the cleT*redC o' them a'* 
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Ehfia. Poor man !— he's a great comfort to ui baith ; 
God mak' him gude^ an' hide him aye frae skaith. 
He is a bairn% I'lf say't, wccl worth our care, 
That ga'e»us ne'er venation late or air. ^ 

Glaud. I trow, ^dwife, if I be not mista'en 1 

He seems to be wi' Peggjf's beauty ta'en. t 

Ad' troth, my niece xis a ri^t dainty wean, J 

As. ye weel ken: a bonnier needna bp, 
Nor better,^ — ^be't she were nlie kin to me. 

Symon, Ha, Glaud *. I doubt that ne'er will be a match ^ 
My Pajtie's wild, an' will be ill to catch y 
An* or he were, for reasons I'll no tell, 
I'd rather be mixt wi' the mools mysel. 

jGtaud. What ]jeason can y^ ha*e ? There's nane, I'm 
sure. 
Unless ye may cast up that she's but poor : 
But gif the lassie marry to my mind, 
I'll be to her as my ain Jenny kind. 
Fourscore o' breeding ews o' my ain birn, 
¥Ut ky, that at ae milking fills a kirn, 
I'll gi'e to Peggy that day she's a bride ;• 
By an^ attour$ gif my guid luck abide, 
Teh lambs, at spainmg time, as lang's I live, 
An' twa-quey caw fs,^ I'll yearly to them eive. 

Elsfia, Ye offer fair, kind Glaud, but%nna speer 
What may be is nae fit, ye yet should hear* 

Symon. Or this day aoght-days, likely, he shall learn, 
That our denial disQa' slight his bairn. 

Ghud* Weel, nae mair o't ;— come, gie'stheother bend; 
We'll drink their healths, whatever way it end. 

[7>i«r healths gae round. 
. Symon^ But, will ye tell me, Glaud \ by some 'lis 

said, ' 
Your niece is but ^fundling^ that ^as laid 
Down at your ha]len*side, ae mom in May, • . 
Hight clean row'd up, an' bedded on dry hay? 

.Glaud. That clatterin' Madge, my tiity, tells sic flaws, 
Whene'er our Meg her cankait humour gaws. .' 



EITTER J£NNY. 



Jenny. O father, there's an auld man on the greeuj^ 
The fcllest fortune-teller e'er was seen ; 
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He tents our loofs, an' syne whops out a book^ 
Turns o'er the leaves, an' gie's our brows a look ; 
Syne tells the oddest ules that e'er ye heard. 
His head is gray, an^ lang an' gray, his beard. 

Symon. Gae bring him in ; we'll hear what he can say^ 
.Nane shall gae hungry by my house to day : 

[^Exit Jenny* 
But for his telling fortunes, troth I fear, 
He kens nae mair o' that than my gray mare. 

Glaud. Spae-men ! the truth o' a' their stiys I doubt ; 
For greater liars never ran thereout. 

Jennt retumtiy bringing tn Sir William; with them 

PATIE. 

Symon, Ye're welcome, honest carle, here tak* a seat. 

Sir Will, I gi*e ye thanks, goodmat), I^se no be blate. 

Glaud [drinkfi"] Come, t'ye friend — ^How far came ye 
the day ? ^ 
► Sir Will. I pledge ye, neibour, e'en but little, way : 
Rousted wi' eild, a wee piece gate seems lang ; * 
Twa mile or three's the maist that I dow gang. 

Sytmrn. Ye're welcomehere to stay a* night wi* mci 
An* tak* sic' Bed an' board as we can gi'e. 

Sir Will. That's kind unsought. — Weel, gin ye ha'e a 
bairn ' 
That ye like weel, an' wad his fortune learni 
I shall employ the farthest o' my skill ^ 
To spae it faithfully, beH good or ill. 

Symon. [fiointing to Fatie.^ Only that lad :-..alake i I 
ha'e nae mae. 
Either to mak' me joyfu* now, or wae. 

Sir Will. Young man, let's see your hand ; what gars 
ye sneer. ? 

Patie. Because your skill's but little worth I fear. 

Sir Will. Ye cut before the point; but, billy, bide, 
I'll wager there's a mouse-mark on your side. 

£i$/ia. Betooch-u8-.too ! — an' weel I wat that's true » 
Awa, awa, the the deil^s o'r grit wi' you ; 
Four inch aneath his oxter is the mark, 
Scarce evpr seen since he first wore a sark. 
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Sir Will. I'll tell ye mair; if this young lad be spar'd 
But a short while, he'll be a braw rich laird. 

£h/ia. A laii'd! Hear ye, goodman— .what think ye now ? 

Symon. I dinna ken.! Strange auld man, what art thou ? 
Fair fa' your, heart, its guid to bode o* wealth ; 
Come, turn the timmer to laird Patie's health. 

\_PaHe'8 health goes round. 

Patie. A laird o* twa gude whistles an*" a kent, 
Twa curs, my trusty tenants on the bent, 
Is a* my great estate— an' like to be :. 
Sae, cunning carle, ne'er break your jokes on me. 

Symoru Whisht, Patie,— let the man look o'er your 
hand, 
Aft-times as broken a ship has come to land. 

[SIRW^LLIAM looks a Utile at Patie's hand^ then coun* 
terfeit3 frilling into a trance^ t&hile they endeavour to lay 
him right. 

Elafia. Preserve's !— the man's a warlock, or possest 
\Vi' some nae good, or second-sight, at Jeast : 
Where is he now ? — 

Glaud. — : —He's seeing a* that's done 

In ilka place,. beneath or yont the nioon. 

Msfia. These second-sighted fbuk, (his peace be heref) 
See things far afT, an' things to come, aa clear 
As I can see my thumb. — ^Wow I can he tell 
(Speer at him, soon as he eomes to himsell) 
How soon we'll sec Sir William? Whisht, he heaves, 
An' speaks out broken words like ane that raves. 

Symoin, He'll soon grow better; — ^Elspa, haste ye gae 
An' fill him up a glass o' usquebae. 

Sm William etorts ufi^ and sfieaka* 

A K.night, that for a Lyon fought, 

Against a herd of bears, 
Was to lang toil and trouble brought, 

In which some thousands shares* 
But now again the Lyon rares. 

And joys spreads o*er the plain t 
The Lyon has defeat the bears> 

The ]&night returns agaio*' 
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That Knight, in a few days, shall *bring 

A shepherd frae the fauld, 
And shall present him to his Kingi 

A subject true and bauld. 
He Mr. PatHck shall be call'd :— • * 

All you that hear me now, 
May well believe what I have tald, 

For it shall happen true. 

Symm4 Friend, may your spaeinp; happen soon an* weel ; 
But, faith, I'm redd you've bargained wi' the deil^ 
To tell some tales that fouks wad sbci^et keep : 
Or, do you get them tald you in your ^leep \ 
. Sir Will. Howe'er I get them, never fash your beard^ 
Nor come I to read fortunes for reward; 
But rU lay ten to ane wi' ony here, 
That all I prophesy shall soon appear. 

Symon, You prophesying fouks are odd kind men! 
They're here that ken, an* here that disna keni 
The whimpled metoin^ o' your unco tale, 
Whilk soon will jtnak' a noise o'er muir an' dale* 

Glaud, it's nae sma' sport to hear how Sym belicvi^Si 
An' taks't for gospel what the spaeman gives 
O' flawing fortunes, whilk he ev'ns to Pate : 
But what we wish, we trow at ony rate. 

Sir Will. Whisht! doubtfu' carle; for e'er the sun 
Has driven twice down to the sea, 

What I have said, ye shall see done 
In pan, or nae mair credit me. 

Glaud. Weel be't sae„friend;. I sh^ll say naething mair; 
. But I've twa sonsy lasses, young an' fair, , 
Plump ripe for mein : I wish ye cou'd foresee 
Sic fortunes for them, might prove joy to rge. 

Sir Will. Nae mair thro* secrets can I sift, 
Till darkness black the bent : 

I ba'e but anes a day that gift ; . 
Sae rest a while contents 

<%mon. Elspa, cast on the claiih, fetch butt some meat, 
An! o* your best gar this anld stranger eat. 
* Sir Will. Delay a while your hospitable care , 
I'd Bather enjoy this ev'ning calm an' fair, 
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Around yon ruin'd tower, to fetch a walk 
Wi^'you, kind friend^ to have some private talk. 

Symon. Soon as you please J*ll answer your desire >— 
An* Glaud, you'll tak' your pipe beside the fire ;«— 
We'll but gae round the place, an' sopn be backy 
Syne sup together, an' tak' our pint, an' crack. 

Glaud, ril out a while, an' see the young anes play. 
My heart's still Hghty albeit my locks be gray. \^Exeunt* 



Scene 227. 



Jenny pretends an errand hatte i 

Youn^ Roger draps the re^t* 
To whisper out his melting flame^ 
An' thaw his lassie's breast, 
behind a bush, weel hid frae sirht, they meet : 
See« Jenny's laughing ; Roger's like to greet. 
Poor Shepherd! 

ROGER AND JENNY. 

RQ§r. DEAR Jenny, I wad speak t'ye, wad ye let; 
An' yet I ergh, ye're ay sae scornfu' set. 

Jen, An' what wad Roger say, if he cou'd speak ? 
Am Loblig'd to guess what ye're to seek? 
j, Rog. Yes, ye may guess right eith for what I grein> 
Baith by my tervice, sighs, an' langing een. 
An' I inaun out wi't, tho* I risk your scorn ; 
Ye're never frae my thoughts, baith e'en an' mom. 
Ah.I cou'd I looe ye less, I'd happy be ; 
fiut happier, far ! cou'd ye but fancy roe. 

Jen. An*" wha kens, honest lad, but that I may I 
Ye canna say that e'er J said you nay. 

' Rog, Alake I my frighted heart begins to faili 
Whene'er I mint to tell y€ out my tale, 



\ 
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For fear some tighter lad, mair rich than I> 
Hae win your love, an' near your heart may lie. 

Jen. I looe my &ther, cousin Meg I- love; 
But to this day nae man my mind cou'd move : 
Except my kin, ilk lad's alike to me ; 
An' frae yeV I best had keep me free. 

Bog. How lang, dear Jenny ?-— sayna that again ; 
What pleasure can ye tak' in giving pain i 
I'm glad, however, that ye yet stand free ; 
* Wha kens but ye may rue, an* pity me I 

Jen. Ye ha'e my pity else, to see you set 
On that whilk maks our sweetness soon forget. 
Wow ! but we're bonny, guid, an' ev'ry thing ; 
How sweet we breathe whene'er we kiss or sing 1 
But we're nae sooner fools to gi'e consent, 
Than we our daffin, an* tint pow'r repent: 
When prison'd in four wa's, a wife right tamOf 
Altho' the first, the greatest drudge at hame. 

Bog. That only happens, when, for sake o' gear^ 
Ane wales a wife as he wad buy a marci : 
Or when dull parents bairns together bind, 
P' different tempers, that can ne'er prove kind. 
'But love, true downright love, engages me, 
(Tho' thou shou'dst com) still to delyte in thee. . 

Jen. Wbat sugar'd words frae wooe|^' lips can fa ! 
But giming marriage comes an' ends them a'. 
I've seen, wi' shining fiur, the morning rise, 
' An' soon the sleety clouds mirk a' the skies. 
I've seen the siller spring a while rin clear. 
An' soon in mossy paddles disappear ! 
The bridegroom may rejoice, the bride may smile ; 
But soon contentions a' their joys beguile. 

Rog. I've seen the morning rise ^V &irest lights ^ 
The day, unclouded, sink in calmest night. 
I've seen the spring rin wimpling thro' the plain. 
Increase, an' join the ocean witnout stain : 
The bridegroom may be blyth, the bride may smile ; 
Rejoice thro' life, an' a' your fears beguile. 

Jen. Were I but sure ye lang wad love maintain, 
. The fewest words xuy easy -heart cou'd gain : 
For I maun own, since now. at l&st you're free, 
Altho' I jok'd, I looed your company ; 
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Ap' ever had a warmness in my breast^ 
That made ye dearer to me than the rest. 

Mog. I'm happy now ! o'er happy ! hand my head i 
This gust o* pleasure's like to be my dead. 
Come to my arms ! or strike me ! I'm a' fir'd 
Wi' woiid'ring love I let's kiss till we be tir'd, 
Kiss, kiss ! we'll kiss.the sun an' stams away» 
An' ferly at the quick return o' day! 
O Jenny! let my arms about thee twine, 
An' bifz thy bonny breasts an' lips to mine. 

SANG XIII. 

Jm» Wete I assured you'd constant prove. 

You should nae mair complain ; 
^he easy maid beset wi' love, 

.Few words will quickly gain s 
For I must own, now since you're free, 

This too fond heart o' mine 
Has lang, a black-sole true to thee, 

Wish'd to be pair'd wi' thine. 

Rog'. Fm happy now, ah ! let my head , 

Upon thy breast recline ; - 

The pleasure strikes me near^hand dead ; * 

Is Jentiy then sae kind ?— — -•* 
O let me birz tbee to my heart! 

An' round my arms entwine : 
Delytefu' thought, we^ll never part? 

Come, press thy mouth to mine. 

Jen. Wi' equal joy my easy heart gi'es way, 
To own thy weel-try'd love has won the day. 
Now, by thae warmest kisses thou hast tane. 
Swear thus to looe me, when by vows made ane. 

Bog; I swear by fifty thousand yet to come. 
Or may the first ahe str&e me deaf an' dumb ; 
There sail not be a kindlier dawted wife, 
if ye agree wi' me to lead your life. 

Jen. Weel, I agree-«4ieist tp my parent gae, 
Get his consent, — he'll hardly say ye nae; 
Ye ha'e what will commend ye to him weel, 
Auid fouks, like them, that want na milk an' meal. 



SANG XIV. 

Jen. Wccl I agree) ye*re sure o* mei 
Neist to my fa^er rae : 
Mak him content to gfe tt^nsenty 

He'll hardly say ye nae : 
For ye hae what he wad be at* 
'An' will commend ye weel, 
Since parents auld think love grows caul^ 
When bairns want milk an' meal. 

Shon'd he denyy I carena-by^ 

He'd contradict in vain ; 
Tho' a' my kin had said an' sworni 

But thee I will ha'e nane. 
Then never range, nor learn to change-, 

Like those in high degree : 
An' if you J^rove faithfu' m love, 

You'll find nae fau't in me. 

Rog, My fauld^ contain twice fifteen forrow nowtj 
As moi^ newcal in my byers rout ; 
Five packs o' woo lean at Lammas sell, 
Shorn frae my bob-tail'd bleeters on the fell : 
Guid twenty pair o' blankets for our bed, 
Wi* meikle care, my thrifty mit^ier made. 
Jlk thing that maks a heartsome bouse an' tigh^ 
Was still her care, my father's great delight. 
They left me a', whilk now gi'es joy to me, 
Because I can gi'e a', my dear, to thee : 
An' had I fifty times as meikle mair, 
Nane but my Jenny sbou'd.the samen skair. 
My love an' a' is yonrs: now haud them fast, 
An' guide them as ye like, to gar them last. 

Jen. ril do my best«— But see wha comes this way, 
Fatie an* Meg ;-<-besides, I mauna stay : 
Let's steaTfrae ither now, an' meet the mom ^ 
If we be seen, we'll dree a deal o' scorn. 

Rog, To where the saugh-tree shades the menninpoof> 
ni frae the hill come down, when day grows cool : 
Keep tryst, an* meet me there ;— there let us meet. 
To kiss, an' tell our love j— there's nought sae sweet. 

' - • l£xcunf- 
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Scene JV. 



This scene presents the knight an'.8ym> 

Within a gall'ry o* the place, 
Where a* looks ruinous an» grim ; n 

Kor has the baron shawn his face. 
But jockmg wi' hb shepherd leel> 

Aft speers the gate he kens fu' wcet. 

SIR WILI-IAM AND SYMON. - 

Sir Will. TO whom 'belongs this house so much de^ 
cay*d? 

St^on. To ane that lost it, lending gen'rous,aid 
To bear the head up, when rebellious tail 
Against the laws b' nature did prevail. . . 
Sir William Worthy is our master's name, 
Whilk fill us a' ViV joy, now he^u come Aame. 

(Sir William draps his masking-beard; 

Symon, transported, sees 
The welcome knight, wi' fond regiird. 

An' grasps him round the knees.) 

My master! my dear master! — do I breathe . 
.To see him healthy, strong, an* free frae skaith ! 
Retum'd to chear his wishing tenants' sight ! 
To bless his son, my charge, the warld's delight, 
- Sir Willy Rise, faithful Symon, in niy arms enjoy 
. A place thy due, kind guardian of my boy : 
I came to view thy care in this disguise, 
And am confirm'd thy conduct has been wise; 
Since still the secret thbu'st securely seal'd, 
And ne'er to him his real birth reveal'd. 
' Sym, The due obedience to your strict command 
AVas the first lock— neist, ray ain judgment fand 
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Oat reasons plenty— -since without estate, • 

A Youtk, tho' sprung frae kings, looks baugh an* blate. 

Sir Will. And often vain and idly spend their time, 
'Till grown unfit for action, past their prime, 
Hang on their friends — which gives their souls a cast, 
That turns them downright beggars at the liCst. 

Sym, Now, weel I wat, Sir, you ha*e spoken true ; 
For there's laird Ky tie's son that's looed by few : 
His lather steght his fortune in his wame, ^ 
An' left his heir nought but a gentle name. 
He gangs about, soman frae place to place, 
As scrimp o' manners as o' sense an' grace, - 
Oppressing a' as punishment o* their sin. 
That are within his tenth degree o' kin : 
Bins in ilk trader's debt, wha's sae unjust 
To his 9m family as to gie him trust. 

Sir Will. Such useless branches of a commonwealth^ 
Should be lopt off, to give a state more healthy 
Unworthy bare reflection.*— -Symon^ run . 
O'er all your observations on my son i 
A parent's fondness easily finds excuse. 
But do not, with indulgence, truth abuse. 

Sym. To speak his praise, the langest simmer day 
Wad be o'er shortr-cou'd I them right displijrt 
In word an' deed he can faft weel behave, 
That out o* sight he rins afore the laye ; 
An' when there's e'er a quarrel or contest, 
Patrick's made judge, to tell whase cause is best; 
An' his decreet stands guid; — he'll gar it stand ; 
Wha, dares to ghimble, finds his correcting hand; 
Wi' a firm look, an' a commanding way, 
He gars the proudest o' our herds obey. ' 

Sir Will. Your tale much pleases;— my good friend- 
proceed: 
What learning has he T Can he write and read ? 

Sym. Baith wonder weel; for, troth! 1 didna spare 
To gi'e him, at the school, eneugh o' lair ; 
An' he delytes in books >— He reads an' speaks, 
Wi* fouks that ken them, Latin words an' Greeks. 

Sir Will. Where gets he books to read ?— «nd of what 
kind? 
Tho' some give light, some blindly lead the blind. 
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S^w. Whene'er he drivjes our sheep to E^nhrugli Borti 
He buys some books, o' hist'ry, sangs, or sport ; 
Nor does he wapt o* them a romh at will, 
An» carlies ay a poutchfu' to the hil'l. 
About ane Shakspeare, an' a famous Ben, 
He aflen speaks, an' ca*s them best o* men. 
How sweetly Hawthornden an* Stirling sing, 
An» ane ca'd — Cowley, loyal to his king, 
He kens fu' wecl, an* gars their verses ring. 
1 'sometimes though^ he made o'er great a phrase 
About fine poems, histories, an' plays. 
When I reprov'd him anes,— a book he brings, 
Wi' this, quoth he, on braes I crack wi» kings. 

Sir WilL He answered well; and much ye glad my.ear. 
When such accounts I of my shepherd hear. 
Heading such books can raise a peasant's mind 
Above a lord's that is not thus inclined. 

Sym, What ken we better, that sae sindle look, 
Except On rainy Sundays, on a book ; 
When we a leaf or twa haff read, haff spell, 
Till a' the rest sleep round as weel's oursell. 

Sir Will, Well jested, Symon.— But one question VOptt 
I'll only ask ye now, and then give o'er. 
The youth's arrived the ag^ when little IgVCv 
^lijji^iicr aroUnti75«n;g45earu Cooing doves: 
Has nae young lassie, with inviting mien 
And rosy cheeks, the wonder of the green, 
Engag'd his look, and caught his youthful heart ? 

Sym. I fear'd the warst, but kend the sma*est part, 
^Till late, I saw him twa three time& mair sweet 
Wi' Gland's ^r niece, than I thought right or meet.: 
I had my fears ; but now ha'e nought to fear, 
Since likeyoursell your son will soon appear. 
A gentleman enrich'd wi* a tbae charms, 
May bless the f«urest, best-born lady's arms. 

&> Will, This night must end his unambitious fire, 
When higher views shall greater thoughts inspire. 
Go, Symon, Ijring him quickly here to me ; 
None but yourself shall onr first meeting sec. 
Tender's my horse and servants nigh at hand; 
They come ust at the time I gave co5iman<4j 
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Stnoght io taj own apparel FIl go dresa : 
Now ye the secret may to all confess. 

Sijm, WV how much joy I on this errand flee, 
There's nane cm ken that is na downright nie. 

[^Exit Symoh. 

SIR WIXJJAM, SOLUS. 

When fh* event of hope successfully appears^ 
One happy hour cancels the toil of years ; 
A thousand toils are lost in Lethe's streami 
And cares evanish like a moraing dream; 
When wiab'd-for pleasures rise like moming-Ught} 
The pain that's past enhances the delight. 
These joys I feel, that words can ill express, 
I ne'er had known, without my late distress. 
But from his rustic business and love, 
I must, in haste, my Patrick ^oon remove. 
To courts and camps that may his soul improve. 
Like the rough di'mond, as it leaves the mines> 

Only in little b^'eakings shews its light* 
'Till artful polishing has made it shine ; 

Thus education makes the genius bright. 

SANG XV. 

Now from rusticity and love, 

Whose flames but over lowly bum, 
My gentle shepherd must be drove, 

His soul must take another turn : 
As the rough di'mond from the mine, 

In breakings only shows its light, 
'Till polishini* has made it shine, 

Thus learning makes the genius bright 
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•SLct Jn Scene L 



The scene ilescrib'd ip former iuig<e> 
Giaud's OAfietw— -— — rCnter Mauss an* Miaox. 



MAUSE AND M^DGE. , 

i 
Madge. Ouf laird*B eome hame ! ftn^ owos vbung Pate 
his heir! . % • 

MriMe. That's news indeed ! — — 

Madge. — As true as ye stand thi^e. 

As they were dancing^ a* in Symon*s yard. 

Sir William, like a warlock, wi* a beard 

iFire nieves in length, an' white as driven sna% 

Amang us cam, cry*d, Haud ye merry a*» \ 

WV ferly'd meikle at laa unco locrk,. 

While frae his pouch he whirled out a book. 

As we stood round about him on the green» 

He view'd us a% but fixt on Pate his een ; 

Then pawkily pretehded l^e c^uM ^pae, .. 

Yet fer his pains an' skill wad naithing bae* 

Matise. Then sure the lasses, an' ilk gaping coof^ 

Wad rin about bim> an' haud Out their IgoH 
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MBdgt, As &ftt as flaes skif^to the tata o^ weo» 
Whilk slee tpd-lowrie bauds without his mow« 
Wheiv he^ to drown them, an' his hips to icool) 
In simmer days slides hackward in a pool : 
In short) he did for Pate bra* things foretell^ 
Without the help«' conjuring or spell. 
At last!} when weel diverted) he withdrew^ 
Pu'd aff iiis beard to Symon : Symon knew 
His welcome master ;— -round his knees he gat» 
Hang at his coat) an' syne, for blythnesS) grau 
Patrick was sent for ;— happy lad is he I 
Symon tald filspS) Elspa tald it me. 
YeMl hear out a' the secret story soon : 
An^ troth it's e'en right odd) when a' is done. 
To think how Symon ne'er afore wad tell). 
Na) no.sae meikle as to Pate himselL 
Our Meg) poor thing) alake ! has lost her jo. 

Mau9e. It may be sae, wha kens ? an' may be no. 
To lift a love that's rooted) is great pain : 
£v'n kings ha'e tsoie a queen out o^ the plain ; 
Ati' what has been before may be again. 

Madge, Sic nonsense ! love tak' root, but tocher guid) 
'Tween a herd's bairn) an' ane o' gentle blutd I 
Sic fashions in King Bruce's days might be ; 
But stcan fierliesnow.w^ neversee. 

. Mau9€. GSf Pate forsakes he^ Bauldy she may gain: 
Yonder he comeS) an' vow but he looks fiun 1 
Nae doubt he thinks that Peggy's now his ain. 

Madge, He get her ! slaverin dopf ; it sets him weef 
To yc^e a pleugh where Patrick thought to teel. 
Gif I were Meg, I'd Jet young master see^ 

Misuse, Ye*d be as dorty in your choice as he ; 
An^ sae wad L But whisht ! here Bauldy comes. 

BNTBR iiAULBT) dnging, 

SANG XVI* 

^ Jocky said to Jenny) Jenny wilt thou do't ? 
Ne'er a fit) quo' Jenny) for my tocher guid. 
For my tocher guid, I winna marry thee ; 
£'cn's«ye-iik6| quo' Jocky^ I can let ye be. 
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Miuee. Weel liltet Bftuldy, that's a dainty sang. 
Bauldy. VU gi'e ye'd a% it's better than it's lang* 

SingB again. 

I ha'e gowd an' gear, I ha'e l^d eneugh,. 
I ha'e sax guid owsen ganging in a pleugh ^ . 
Ganging in a pleugh, an' linkan o'er the lee^. 
An' gin ye winna tak' m^y I can let ye be. 

I ha'e fli guid ha'-house, a bam, an' a byar ; 

A peat*staek, 'fore -the door, will mak a rantin fire; 

I'll mak a rantin fire, an' merry sail w^ be, 

An' gin we winna tak* me, I can let ye be. 

Jenny said to Jocky, gin ye winna tell, 

Ye sail be the lad, I'll be the lass mysell ; 

Ye're a bonny lad, an' I'm a lassie free s I 

Ye*rc welcomer to tak' me than to let me be. 

! 
I trow sae ! — I^isses will come to at last, | 

Tho' for a while they maun their sna'-ba's cast. j 

Mouse. Weel Bauldy, how gaes a'? t 

Bauldy Faith, unco right : 

I hope we'll a' sleep sound but ane thi» night. 

Midge. An' wha's th' unlucky ane, if we may ask F 

Bauldy, To find out that, is nae difficult task : 
Foor bonny Peggy, wha maun think nae mair 
On Pate, turn'd Patrick, an' Sir William's heir. 
Now, now, guid Madge, an' honest Mause, stand be^ 
While Me|;'s in dumps, put in a word for me. 
I'll be as kmd as ever Pate cou'd prove^ 
Less wiUu' an' ay constant in my love. 

Midge. As Neps can witness, an' the bushy thorny 
Where mony a time to her your heart was sworn : 
f y 1 Bauldy, blush, an' vows o' love regard ; 
What ither lass will trow a manswom herd ? 
The curse o' heav'n hings ay aboon their head% 
That's ever guilty o' sic sinfu' deeds. , 
I'll ne'er advise my niece sae gray a gate ; 
Nor will she be advised, fu* weel Twate. 

Bauldy, Sae gray a gate ! manawom I an' i^ the rest i 
Ye Ued; auld roudesr-an', in £utb> bad best 
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Eat iD^ your m^ i.^e I iteU ^w^ye atimJt 
Wi' a het fa^,.%f<M» tbe My band. 
Madge. Ye'U gwt aM ataadi ye ^eveling^gabbil^^ 
brock;, 
Speak that agidpi anf tr^i^blnig^ dread niy rock^ 
An[ ten slia^p oaila* that when my> hands «re iii) ^ 

Can flypi the tkiQ Q^ yoV cheeks out o'er your chin. 

Bauldy. I tak' ye witness, Mause, ye heard her say^ 
That I'm inai^%orii<^-!-I wiBna^letit gae* 

AJiadge. Ye're witness too, he ca'd me bonny names^ 
An' should be sejrv'daahia giiid-ibrec^ding claims* 

Ye filthy dog! 

[Flees $q hi» hair Uke a fury. ^-^ 9tma btUti e. y 
Mauss endeavwrs to redd them. 
Mtmae. Let gang yoi»r gripa^ fy^ Madge^ ! howt, Baul- 
dy ieaoj 
I wadna wish this tulttb had beett.«ae» . 
It's sae daft like> ■ u a m 

[BAVU>y get9 ou^ ^|iiA»o&'a clutches wUh a 
hlecdmgnme* 
Madg e, ii n.u tl V% daftftv like, to^ thole 
An.eiherr<»^ likei him to blaiv thecoaU 
It seta him w.eel9 w*' vile u nsawipit tong ufi,,— 
Tp qa»|^pjdMlh»iiiir«sr^ 
Tiiey're aulder yet than I ha?e married been, 
An' or they 4iedy theii^ baima^ b«ma ha'e seen. 
Mauae. Thalia true ; an^ Bauldy, ye was sair to ' 
blame, 
To ca' Madge aoght but her ain cbristenM name« 
Batddy. My lugs, my nose, an' noddle find the 
same* - _ 

Midge. Aidd roudesi filthy fallow ; I sail auld ye. 
Mai»e. Howt, no !•— ye'U e*en be friends wi' honest 
Bauldy^ ^ 

Come, come, shake bunds; this maun nae farder gae : 
Ye maun £brgt*e 'm ; J see the lad looks wae. k 
Bauldy. In troth now, Mause, L hae at Madge nae 
spite : 
But she abusing first was a' the wyte 
O' what has happened ; an' should therefore crave 
My pardon first, an' shall acquaintance have. 
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Madge, I. crave your -pardon! gaUows-face, gae greet) 
Ab^ own your faut to her that ye wad cheat : - 

Gae) or be blasted in your health an', gear^ 
Till ye learn to perform as weel as swear. 
Vow, an' lowp back '—-was e'er the like heard tell ? 
Switb, tak him deil: he's o'er lang out o' hell. 

Bauldy [running offy His presence be about us!— 
curst were he 
That were condemned for life to liye wi' thee. 

[£xit Bauldy. 
, Madge {latj^hif^'\ I think I've towzl'd his harigalds a 

wees ' 
•Heil no soon grein to tell his love to me. 
He's but a rascal, that wad mint to serve > 
A lassie sae^ he does but ill deserve* 

Mouse. Ve tow&'d him tightly-^I commend ye for»t : 
His bluiding snout ga'e me nae little ^>prt : 
For this forenoon he had the scant o' gracO) 
An' breeding baith,— to tell me to my face^ 
He hop*d I was a witch/an' wadna stand 
To lend him, in this case, my helping hand. 

Madge. A witch.! h^w had ye patience this to beari 
An* ieaye him een to see, or lugs to hear? 

Mause. AvM wiUi^^ hiMds^ an' fecbk joints like 
mine, 
OUiges fouk resentment to declines 
Tin aft it> seen» when yigous £m1S| then we 
Wi' cunning can the lack o' pith supplie. 
Thus I pat aff revenge 'till it was ^k^ 
Syne bad him come,.an^ we should gang to wark : 
I'm sure he'll keep his tryst; an' I came here 
iTo seek your help, thai we the fool may fear. 

Madge. An' special sport we'll ha'e, as I protest ; 
Ye'll be the witch, an' I sail play the gbaist. 
A linen sheet wound round me like .aae dead, 
I'll cawk my fuce, an' grane, an' shake mj head. 
We'll fleg him sae* he'll mint nae mair to gang 
A cbnjurmg, to do a lassie wrang. 

Mame. Then let us gae ; for see it's hard on nighty 
The westlin clouds shine red wi' setting light. 

\Exeun$. 
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Scene IL 



When birds beg^ to nod upon the boiijKliy 
An' the green swaird grows damp wi' tailing dew« 
While guid Sir William is to rest retir'd. 
The Gentle Shepherd, tenderly inspir'd. 
Walks thro' the broom wi' Roger ever leel» 
To meet, to comfort Meg, an' tak' iare weel. 

PATIE AND nOGER. 

I^og. WOW! but I*m cadgie, an* my heart lowps 
ligh;: . w 
Oy Mr. Patridt! ay your thoughts were right : 
Sure gentle fouk are farrer seen than we, 
That naething ha'e to brag o' pedigree. 
My Jenny now, wha brak my hdart this mom, . 
Is perfect yieldingr-sweet^-ah' nae matr scorn. 
I spak my mind— -she heard— I spak again ;-^ 
She smil'd— I kiss'd— I wooed, nor wooed in yain. 

Fat. Vm glad to hear't— But O! my change this day 
Heaves up my joy, an' yet I'm sometimes wae. w^ 

I've found a fether, gently kind as brave, 
An* an estate^^that lifts me 'boon the lave. 
Wi* looks of kindness^ words that love confest. 
He a* the father to my soul exprest, 
While close he held me to his man^ breast. 
Such were the eyes, he said, thus smil'd the mouth 
Of thy lov'd mothe^ blessing of my youth ; 
Who set too soon!— ^ An' while he praise bestow'd, 
Adown his gracefu' cheeks a torrent flow'd. 
My new-bom joys, an' this his tender tale, 
Did, mingled thus, o'er a' my thoughts prevail ; 
That speechless lang, my late kend sire I vlew'd, 
While gushing tears my panting breast bedewM* 
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Unusual transports made my head turn round, '^ 

Whilst I mysell» wi' rising raptures, foui^d i 

The happy son o* ane sae much renomi'd. J 

But he has heard !<-«Too £uthful S3rmon's fear 
Has brought my love fo^ P^fgy to his ear: 
Which he fbrbida.«-«Ah I this confounds my peace, 
While thus to beat, my hoart-«hali sooner cease. 

Bog. How to advise ye, troth I'm at a stand t 
But were't my case, ye'd-elaar it up aff hand. 

iVir^Duty, an' haflen reason, plead his cause : 
But what cares love lor reason, rules, an' laws? 
Still in my heart my shepherdess excels, 
An' part o' my new happiness repels* 

SANG XVIT. 

Duty an' part o' reason, 

Plead strong on the parent's side. 

Which love so superior ca's treason ; 
The strongest must be obey'd. 

For now,.tho' I'm ane o* the gentry, 

My constancy CeJsehood' repels. 
For change in my heart has no entry, 

Still there my dear Peggy excels. 

Rog. Enjoy them baith.— Sir William wMl be won i 
Y«ur Peggy's boimy s«-ybu're his only son. 

Fai. She's mine by vows, an* stronger ties o* love: 
An' frae these bands nae change my mind shall move. 
I'H wed nane else ; thro' life I will be ^rue. 
But still obedience is a parem's due. 

Jiog. Is not our master an' yoursell to stay 
Amang us here ?-M>r, are -ye gawn away 
To London court, or ither far alT parts, 
-To leave your ain poor us wi* broken hearts? 

Fat, To E'nburgh lAraight, to-morrow we advance ; 
To London neist, an' afterwards to Prance, 
Where f maun ttay some yearsran' learn to dancoj 
An' twa- three other monkey trick8.-i— That done, 
I come haine stnAtiogiaiiiy red^iieerd sboon^ 
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Then it's designed, when I can weel behave^ 
That 1 maun be sbme petted thing's dull slavet 
For tvfa-threc bags o' cash, that, I wat weel, 
I nae mair need nor carts do a third wheel. 
But Peggy, dearer to me than my breath, 
Sooner^ than hear sic news, shall hear ray death. 

Rog. They 'wha ha* ejii9teneugh can soundly sleefr^: 
The overcome only fashes Jbuk to keefi, 
Guid Maister Patrick, tak' your ain tale hame. 

Fat, What was my morning thought, at night^s the { 
same : 
The poor «i' rich but differ in the name. 
Content's the greatest bliss we can proQjare 
Frae 'boon the lift;-*without it, kings are poor. 

Rog, But an estate like your^s yields bra' content» 
When we but pick it scantly on the bent : 
Fine claiths, saft beds, sweet houses, sparkling wines 
Cruid cheer, an' witty friends, whene'er ye dine i 
Obeysant servants, honour, wealth, an' ease : 
Wha's no content wi' thae are ill to please. 

Fat, Sae Roger thinks, an* thinks na far amiss ; 
But mony a cloud hings hovMng o'er the bliss. 
The passions rule the roast ;— an', if they're soAiri 
Like the lean kye, will soon the fat devour. 
The spleen, tint honour, an* affronted pride, 
Stang like the sharpest goad^ in gentry's side. 
The gouts an' gravels, aj^the ill disease, 
Are frequentest wi* fouk^erlaid wi' ease. 
White o'er the muir the shepherd, wi* less carej 
Enjoys his sober wish, an' hatesome air. 

JRog, Lord man ! I wonder ay, an' it delights 
My heart, whene'er I hearken to your flights. 
How gat ye sl' that sense, I fain wad lear. 
That I may easier disappointments bear ? 

Faf^ Frae books, the wale o' books, I gat some skill J 
Thae best can teach what's real guid an* ill. 
Ne'er grudge, ilk year, to ware some stanes o' cheese^ 
To gain thae silent friends that ever please. 

Fog. I'll do't, an' ye sail tell me whilk to buy : 
Faith Tse ha'e books tho* I shou*d sell my kye : 
But now, let's hear how you're design'd to movct^ 
^tween Sir WiUiam's will, an' Peggy's Ipve; 
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Pat, Then Jiere U Ue» ;»-4iis will tamm be obeyd. 
My vo<wft^ Til kQ^p» an' she shaU.be my bride : 
But I some tiine tUa last design maun hide. 
Keep ye the aecrel elose, an' leave me liere$ 
I sent for Peggy^-r^^-Yonder cornea my dear. . 

Rog. Pleaa'd that ye trust me wi' the aecre!* %$ 
To wyle it frae .me, a.' the deils 4efy* 

{M^]Rager. 

--' Pat, {««lu«3: "^^^ ^^ '^ struggle mi^un I noir impaft 
My &tber> will to lier that hands niy heart! 
I Ken she looes, an' her saft saul will sink. 
While it stands ^trembling on the hat^ brink 
O* disappoint«iM^t.«<-HeaY'n support my &ir, - \ 
An' let her comfort claim ymir teiider £ftre.«^ 
Her pf^^ are red 1* ■ ' «■ 

HKTXit 9B60r. 



-My Peggy, why in tears ? 



Smile as ye wont, allow nae room for fears: 
Tho* I'm nae mair a shepherd, yet I'm thine. 

Peg, I dama think sae high ; — I now repine 
At the unhappy chance, that made not me 
A gentle match, or still a herd kept thee. 
Wha can, wkhoutten pain, see' frae the coa^t 
The ship that bears hia a' like to be lost ? 
Like to be carried by some rever's hand. 
Far frae his wbhes, to some jflltant land. , 

Pat, Ne'er quarrel fate, whilst it wi' me remains 
To raise thee up, or still attend thae plains. 
'My father has forbid our loves, I own : 
But lovers superior to a parent's frown^ 
I falsehood hate : come kiss thy cares away ; 
I ken to love as weel as to obey. 
Sir William's gen'rous; leave the task to me^ 
To mak' strict duty an' true love agree. 

Pf^^.Sjxcak onl speak ever thus, an' still my grief; 
But short I dar to hope the fond relief. 
New thoughts a. gentler face will soon inspire, 
That wi' nice aif f:afims round in silk attire ; 
Then I, poor PD^^r*^^' sighs may ban n^y fate. 
When theygupg^rd's 4ae iwr my Jb«i|rt9Qme f ate ; 



THEE GENTLE SHfiPHERO: 6$ 

9 

Nac mdfr again t<r hear sweet tales exprcst, 

By the biytii' shepherd that eieccllM the rest : 

Nae mair be enry'd by the tattling gang, 

When Patie kiss'd me, when I danc'd or sang : 

Nae mair, alake ! we'll on the meadow play, 

An' rin hauf breathless round the rucks o' hay f > 

As aft-times I ha'e fied frae thee right fain, 

An' fa'n on purpose, that I might be tane. - 

Nae mair around the foggy knowe I'll creep, 

To watch an' store upon thee while asleep. ^ 

But hear my yow— 'twill help ta gi'e me case; # 

May sudden death, or deadly sair diseasey 

ibi' warst <»' ill attend my wretched life» 

If e'er to sane, bun you, I be a tf ife ! 

SANG XVIIL 

Speak on, speak thti4, an' still my grief]! 

Haud up a heart that's sinking under 
Thae fears, that soon will want relief. 

When Pate maun frae his Peggy sunder : 
A gentler face, an' silk attire, 

A lady rich, in beauty's bk)8somi 
Alake) poor met will now conapire, 

To steal thee frae thy Peggy'a bosom. 

Nae mair the shepherd, wha excelfd 

The rest, whase wit made them to wonder^ 
Shall now his Peggy's praises tell t 

Ah ! I can die, but never sunder. 
Ye meadows where we aften stray'd. 

Ye banks where we were wont to wJEinder^ 
Sweet-scented rucks round which we play'd, 

You'll lose your sweets when we're asunder. 

Again, ah ! shall I never creep 

Around the knowe wi* silent dufjr, 
Kindly to watch thee while asleep, 
, An' wonder at thy manly beauty ? ^ 

Hear, heav'n, while solemnly I vow, 

Tho' thou.should'st prove a wand'ring l6ver> 
Thro' life to thee I shall prove true^ 

Nor be a* wife to any othep. 
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« 
Pat. Sore heav'n approves — an* be assuPd o'jtt^ 

I'll ne*er gang back o' what I've sworn to thee : 

An' time, tho' time maun interpose a while^ 

An' I maun leave my Peggy an' this isle ; 

Yet time, nor distance, nor the fairest face,.- 

If there's a fairer, e'er shall fill thy place. 

I*d hate my rising fortune, shou'd it move 

The fair foundation o' our faithfu' love. 

If at my feet were crowns an' sceptres laid^ 

To bribe my saul frae thee, delightfu' maid I 

For thee Fd soon leave these inferior things^ 

To sic- as ha'e the patience to be kings. ** 

Whercforfe that tear ?-'believe, an' calm thy mindv % 
Pfg* I greet for joy, to hear thy words sae kind. 

When hopes were sunk, an* nought but mirk despair 

Made me think life was little worth my care : 

My heart was like to burst; but now I see 

Thy gen'roQs thoughts will save thy love for me^ 

\Vi' patience, then, Til wait ilk wheeling year, 

Hope time away, till thou wi' joy appear ; 

An' a» the while I'll study, gentler charms^ 

To raak' mc fitter for my trav'll^r's arms : * ^ 

1*11 gaki on uncle Glaud ;— he's &r frae fooly 

An' will not grudge to put me thro* ilk school 

Where I may manners learn ^ 

SANG XIX. 

When hope was quite sunk in despair^ ^ 

My heart was going to break ; | 

My hfe appear'd worthless my care; 

But now I will save\ for thy sake. 
Where'er my love travels by day, 

Wherever he lodges by night, 
Wi' me his dear image shall stay, 

An' my saul keep him ever in sight. 

Wi' patience I'll wait the lang year^ 

An' study the gentlest o' charms; -- ^ 

Hope time away till thou appear, 

To lock thee for ay in these arm&. 
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^ Whilst thou wast a shephfefd, I pria*d 
Nae bigh^i* degree in this Efe ;. . 
But now rll etideavotir to rise 
To a height that's becipming thy wife^ • 

For beauty, thar^ oftly skin-deep, 

Must fade like the gowatis in M ay-j^ 
But inwardly rooted, will keep * 

For ever, without a decay. 
Nor age, nor the chainges o' life. 

Can qaencK the fiiir fire o* lovct- 
If virtue's in grsdnM in the wife, 

An' the husband hae sense to approVCf;. 

Pat. That^s wisely said> 

An' what he wares that way shall be weel paid* 
Tho% without a' the little helps o' art. 
Thy native sweets might gain a prince V heart V 
Yet now, lest in our station we ofTend, 
We must learn modes to innocence unkend;. 
Affect at times to like the thing we batpi^ 
An' drap serenity, to keep up state ; , ^ 

Laugh when w^'re sad) speak when we- ve nougrht to say^- 
An', for the fashion, when we're biyth, aeem wae; 
Fay compliments to them we aft ha'e scorn'd;.. 
Then scandalize them when their backs, are tum'd. 

F€g. If this is gentry, I had rather be 
What I am still,— but I'll be aught wi* thee. 

Fat, Na, na, my Peggy, I but only jest 
Wi' gen try's^^ apes : fpr stili amangst the besty 
Good manners gi'e integrity a bleeze, 
When native virtues join the arts ta please. 

Feg^. Since wi' nae hazard, an' sae sma* expensC)^ 
My lad frae books can gather siccan sense ; 
Then why, ah ! why shou'd the tempesttious sea^ 
Endanger thy dear life, an' frtghtei^ dve ? 
Sir William's cruel, that wad force his- sooy^ 
For whatna-whats, sae g^at a rbk- to run. "^ 

Fat. There is nae doubt but travlling does iiiq>roT6 
Yet I wad shun it ftw thy sidie, my love. 
But soon as Ifve shook aff mylandart oast 
%i foreign dtiee^ hame to thee Ifll haste. 
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Peg. VfV tv^ry setting day, an* tisiog mmi, 
Pll kneel to hearn, an^ask thy safe return. 
Under that tree, an' on the Suckler Brae, , 
Where aft we ivont, when bairns, to rin an' pky, 
An* Co the Hissel-shaw, where first ye vow'd ' 
Ye wad be mine, an' I as eithly trow'd, 
I'll aftein gang, an' tell the trees' an' fioVrs, 
Wi' joy, that they'll bear witness I am your's* . 

SANG XX. 

At setting day, an' rising mom» 

Wi* saul that still shall love thee, 
. 1*11 ask o* heaven thy safe return, 

Wi' a' that can improve thee, 
ni visit aft the birken bush. 

Where first thou kiiidly tald me 
Sweet tales*.o' love, an' hid my blush^ 

Whilst round thou didst infald mc^ 

To a^ our- haunts I >vill repair^ 

To greenwood, shaw, or fountain ;f 
Or where the simmer-day I'd share 

Wi' thee upon yon mountain. 
Tthere will I tell the trees an' flowVs 

Frae thoughts unfeign'd an' tender, 
By vows you're mine, by love is yours 

A heart which cannot wander. 



Pat. My dear, allow me, frae thy temples fair, 
A shining ringlet o' thy flowing hair. 
Which, as a sample of each lovely charm, 
I'll aften kiss, an' wear about my arm. 

Feg.Were^t in m/pow'r wi* better boons to please^ 
I'd gi'e the' best I cou'd wf the same ease j 
Nor wad I, if thy luck had fa'n to me, 
Been in ae jot less generous to thee. 

Pat. I doubt it not; but since we've little lime> " 
To ware't on words wad border on a crime : 
Love's safter meaning ijetlcf is exprest^ 
When its wi* kisses on the heart imprest. ISxemt^ 
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^ct V. Scene I. 



I 

See how poor BauMy stares like sine posse&ty 
An* roars up Symon frae his kindly rest. 
Bare-legM» wi' nig;ht-cap, an' unbutton'd coat» 
See the auldman comes forward totbesQt. 



SYMON AND BAULDY. 

Sym. What want ye, Bauldy, at this early hour, 
While drowsy sleep Keeps a' beneath its pow*r ? 
Far to the north the scant approaching light ^ 

Stan*3 equal 'twixt the morning an* the night. 
What gars ye shake, an' glowr, an* look sae wan ? 
Your teeth they chitter, hair like bristles stan*. 

Bauldy. O len* me soon some water, milk, or a^c^ 
My head's grown dizzy^^legs wi' shaking fail; 
I'll ne'er dare venture out at night my lane, 
Alake ! I'll never be mysell agam. 
I'll ne'er o'erput it I Sytnon ! Symon ! O ! , 

[^Symon gives him a drink^, 

Sym, What ails thee, gowk ! to mak sae loud ado ? 
You've wak'd Sir William ; he has left his bed ; 
He comesy 1 fear, iU-pleasM : I benr his tred. 
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ENTER 8ia VriLLIAM. 



st;> 



Sir Will How goes die night T does day-light yet ap- 
pear? 
SymoD) you're very tkneously asteer. 

Sijm. Vm sorry, Sir, that we've distttrb*d your rest;*] 
But some strange thing has Bauldy's spirit opprest; 
He*s seen some wkeh, or warslej wt' a gfacdst. 

Bauldy, 6 ay. — dear Sif, in ti'oih its vei^. true, 
An* I am come to mak my plaint to you. 

Sir, Will, [jsmiUng,'] I lang to hear't— 

' BauTdy A h ! Sir, the witch ca'd Mausc^- s 

That wins aboon the mill amang the haws, 
First promis'd< that ^e'd help tne, wi' her art, 
To gain a bonny thrawart lassie's heart. 
As she had trysted, I met wi^er this night ; 
But may nae friend o' mine get sic a fright I 
For the curst hag, instead o^* doing me guid, 
(The very thought o't's like to freeze my bluid I)) 
Rsds'd up a ghaist, or deil, I kenna whilk, 
Like a dead corse, in sheet as white as miJk t 
Black hands it had, an*^ face as wan as death. 
Upon me fast the witch an' it fell baith. 
An' gat me down ; while I, like a great fool,. 
Was labour'd as I- us'd to be aj school. 
!My heart out o' its ho(M was like to lbup# 
1 pithless grew wi* fear, an* had nae houpi • - 
Till wi' an elritch laugh, they vanished" quite*: 
Syne I, hauf dead wi' anger, fear, an* spite, 
Crap up, an' fied straught frae them, Sir, to youi 
jHouping your help to gi'e the deil his due. 
I'm sure my heart will ne'er gi'e o'er to dunt, 
Till in a fat tar-barrel Mause be brunt. 

Sir WilL Well, Bauldy^ whinte^er's just shall gttuited^ 
be; 
Let Mause be brought this morning down tome* 

Bauldy, Thanks to your Honour, soon shall Lobey; 
But first 1*11 Roger raise, an' twa three maey 
To. catch her fast, ere she get leave to sq«eel, 
An* cast her cantraipa that bring up the doiL \MxiU 
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Sir Will Troth, Sj^rnon^ Bauldy's more afraid than 
hurt, 
The witch^and ghaUtihave made themselves good sport. 
What silly potipjns crowd the clouded mind, 
That is thro' want oif education blind ! 

Symon. But does your Honour think there's nAe sic 
thing, 
As witches rsdsing deils up thro' a ring, 
Syne playing tricks ? a thousand I cou'd tell, 
t^ould never be contriv'd on this side hell. 

Sir WilL Such as the deviPs dancing in a Tuuir^ 
Amongst a few old women, craz*d and poor, 
Who are rejoic'd to see him frisk and lowp 
O'er braes and bogs, with candles in his dowp ; 
Appearing sometimes like a black-hpmM cow, 
Aft-times like bawty,.badrans, or a sow : 
Then with his train thro' airy paths to glide. 
While they on cats, or clowns, or broom-staffs ride ; 
Or in the eg^-shell skim out o'er the main. 
To drink their leader's health in France or Spsun : 
Then oft, by night, bombaze hard-hearted fools. 
By tumblinf^ down their cup-boards, chairs, and stools* 
Whate'er^s in spells, or if there witches be, 
IKich whimsies seem the most absurd to me. 

Symon. Its true eneugh, we ne'er heard that a witcft 
Had either meikle sense, or yet was rich : 
But Mause, tho' poor, is a sagacious wife^ 
An' lives a quiet an' very honest life ; 
That gars me think this hobleshew that's past, 
Will land in haething but a joke at last. 

l^r Will, I'm sufe it will :— but see, increasing light 
Commands the imps of darkness down to night : 
Bid raise my servants, and my horse prepare, 
Whilst I walk out to take the morning air. 

SANG XXI. 

The bonny grey-ey'd mom begins to peep. 
And dark-nesa fiies before the rising ray, 

The hearty hynd starts from his lazy sleep. 
To follow healthful labours of the day ; 
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Witiiout a guiltjr sting towvfaikle his hrowr 
The lark and the linnet tend his levee^ 

And he joins their concert driving his plow^ 
From toil of griHaace and pagesmtry free. 

While iustei'd with wine, or maddenM with los^^ 

Of half an estate, the prey of a main. 
The drunkard and gamester tumhle and toss, 

Wishing for calfaness and slumber in yain. 
Be my portion health and quietness of mind, 

Plac'd at a due distance from parties and state>^ 
Where neither ambition nor avarice blind, 

Reach him who has happihess link'd to his fate. 



Scene IL 



Vrhil6 Peggy laces up her bosom fUr, 
Wl* a blue snood Jeiniy binds-up her hair : 
Claud, by hit morrting ingle, taks a beek. 
The rising sun shiaaa motty thro' the reek» 
A pip^ his mouthy— the laasea please bis eeo. 
An* now aa' then his joke mauo^ intenroeiu 

GIAUDi J£NNY> AN0^ PEGGY. 

Glitud. I wish, my bairns, it may keep fidr till nighty. 
Ye dinna use sae soon to see the light. 
Nae doubt, now, ye intend to mix. the thrang, 
To tak your leare o* Patrick or he gang. 
But do ye thiiik, that now, when he's a laird^ 
That he poor landwart lasses wiU reg^ I 
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Jen. Tho^ he> young maM»r bow, I'm very sure^ 
He has mair sense tlutn alight auld friends, tho* poor. 
But yesterday, he gae 4i8 snony a t^g. 
An' kiss*d my cousin there frae lug to lug. 

GUxud. Ay, a^, nae doUbt o't, an' he'U do't again $ 
But be.advis'd, his coa^pany refrain : 
Before, hfe, as a abepberd) sought a wife^ 
Wi' her to live a chaste an* frugfd life ^ 
But now grown gentle, soon he will forsake 
Sic godly thoughts, an' brag o* bein^ a tj^ko. 

Peg. A rake 1 what's that ?-*-Sure, if it means aught VAy 
He*ll never be't, else I ha'e tint my skill. 

Giaud, Daft lassie, ye ken nought ^o' t]fte i^&ir:; 
Ane young, an' guid, an' jgpi^ntle's, unc9«ta*c« 
A rake's a graceless spark, t^aC ihifiks nae shanie 
To do what like o' us thinks sin to name : 
Sic are sae voido' sliame, thcty'll never atap 
To brag bow aften they hae had the clap. 
They'll tempt young things, like you« wi' youdith flush'd^ 
Syne maklye a' their jest when ye're debauchM. 
Be wary then, I say, an' never gi'e 
Encouragement, or bourM wi! sic as be* 

Peg. Sir William's virtuous, an' o* gentle blood ; 
An' may na Patrick too, like him, be good? 

Glaud. That's true; an' mony gentry mae than he, 
As they are wi^er, better are than we, 
But thinner sawn : they^e sae puft up wi' pride. 
There's money o' them mocks 41k haly guide. 
That shaws the gate to heav'n.-— I've heard mysell. 
Some o' them laugh at doomsday, «in, an' hell. 

Jen, Watch o'er us, &ther[ heh ! that's very odd, 
Sure him that doubts a doomsday, doubts a God. 
. G/a»^. Doubt, why, they neither doubt^ nor judge, nor 

think, 
Nor hope, nor fear; but curse, debaiicb, an^ drink: 
But I'm nae saying this, as if I thought ^ . 

That Patrick to sic gales wDl e'er be brought. 

Peg, The Lord forbid ! Na, he kens better things : 
But here comes aunt; her face some ferly brings. 
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£NTEa MADGS. 

Madge. Haste^ haste ye ; we're a* sent far o'er ^Ke 
gale, 
To hear, an' help to redd^ some odd debate ' 
*Tween Mause an' Bauldy, 'bout some witchcraft spell, ^ 
At Symon's house : the luiight; sits judge himseli. 

Glaud, Lend me my staff ;•— Madge, lock the outer 
door. 
An' bring the lasses wi' ye : 111 step before. [Exit. 

Jdadge. Poor Meg I Look, Jenny, was the tike e'er 
seen? 
How Ueer'd an' red wi' greeting look her een ! 
This day her brankan wooer tak's his horse. 
To strut a gentle spark at E'nburgh cross t 
To change his kent, cut frae the branchy plain, 
For a nice sword an' glancing-headed cane';' 
To leave his ram-horn spoons, an" kitted whey, 
For gentler tea, that smells like new«won hay; 
To leave the green-swaird dance, whan we gae milk, 
To rustle 'mang the beauties clad in silk. 
But Meg, poor Meg ! maun wi* the shepherds stay, 
An' tak' what God will send, in hodden-gray. 

Peg. Dear aunt, what need ye fash us wi' your scorn ; 
Its no my &ut that Tm nae gentler born. 
Gif I the daughter o' some laird had been, 
I ne'er had notic'd.Patie on the green. 
Now, since he rises, why shou'd I repine ? 
If he's made for another, he'll ne'er be mine ; 
An' then, the like has been, if the decree 
Designs him mine, I yet his wife may be. 

Madge. A bonny story, troth !— -But we delay ; 
Prin up your aprons batth, an' come away. [^Exeunf. 
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Scene HI* 



Sir. William filla the twft^nn'd chair 

While Symon, Roger, Glaud« an' Mau89^ 
Attend, an" wi' loua laughter hear 

Daft Hattldy Uontly plead his cause: 
For now its tell*d him that the ta2 

Was handled hf reyengeftt* Madge, 
Because he brak' guid-breeding'a laws. 

An' wi' bis nonsjense rais'd their rage. 

SIB WILLIAM, PATIE, ROGER, SYMON, GLAUD, BAULDY 
ANDMAUSE. 

Sir mil. AND was that all?— Well, Bauldy, f e wai 
serv'd 
No othei*wise than whsit ye well deserr'd. 
Was it so small a matter, to de&me, 
And thus abuse an honest woman's name ? 
Besides your going about to have betray'di 
By perjury, an innocent foung maid. 

Bauldy, Sir, I comfess my faut thro' a' the stepSi 
An' ne'er again shall be untrue to Neps. 

Mouse. Thus far. Sir, he obligM me on the score^ 
I kendna that they thought me sic before. 

Bauldy. An't like your honour, I believed it weel j 
But, troth, I was e'en doilt to seek the de'il : 
Yet, wi* jrour Honour's leave, tho' she's nae witch. 
She's baith a slee an* a revengefu'*--*-^ 
An' that my aome-filace finds: — but I had best 
Haud in my tongue, for yonder comes the gAaiaff 
An* the young bonny witch, whase rosy cheek 
Sent me, without liiy wit, the de'il to seek. 

SNTJBR MAOGB, PEGGT, AHP JBNKT. 

Sir ma. [looking at Peggy.'] Whose daughter's she 
that wears th* Aurora gown. 
With &ce so fiair^ and locks a tovely brown i 

G 
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How sparkling are her eyes ! what's this? I find 
The girl brings all my sister to my mind. 
Such were the features once adorn'd a fitcey 
Which death too soon deprivM of sweetest grace. 
Is this your daughter, Glaud ? 

Glaud, ■ Sir, she's my niecey— 

An' yet she's not— > but I shou'd baud my peace. 

Sir mil. This is a contradictian. What d'ye mean? 
She is, and is not! pray thee^ Glaud, explain. 
. Glaud. Because I doubt, if I sho.uld mak' appear 
What I hae kept a secret thretten year— 

Mauaf. You may reveal what I can fuUy clear. 

Sir Will Speak soon ; Vm all lihpatieDce !— 

Fat. —So am I ! 

For much 1 hope« an' hardly yet ken why. 

G/au(/.— -Then, since my master orders, I obey.^- 
This bonny foundlings ae clear mom o* May, 
Close by the lee-side o* my door I found, 
A' sweet an' clean, an* carefully hapt round, 
In in&ot weeds, o' rich an' gentle make. 
What cou'd they be, thought I, did thee forsake ? 
Wha, warse than brutes, cou^d leave expos'd to air 
Sae much o' innocence, sae sweetly fair, 
Sae helpless young ? for she appeared to me 
Only about twa towmands auld to be. 
I took her in my arms ; the baimie smil'd 
Wi' uc a look, wad made a lavage mild. 
I hid the story : she has pass'd sinsyne 
As a poor orphan, an* a niece o' miine : 
Nor do I rue my care about the wean, ^ 

For she's weel worth the pains that I ha'e tane; 
Ye see she's bonny ; I, can swear she'k guid, 
An' am right sure she's eome o* gentle bluid ; 
O' wham I kenna.— Naething ken I mairi 
Than what I to your Honour now dectoe^ 

Sir Will. This tale. seems strange!— 

P'atie. ■■ The tale delights my ear ! 

Sir WiU. Command your joys, young man, till truth 
appear. 
* Mauae. That be ray task.-*-Npw, Sirr bid a* be httsh ; 
Peggy nuxy smile ;— thou haat nae cause to blush. 
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Lang ha*c-I wislfd tcr see- this happy day, 
That I might safely to the truth gi'e way ; 
That I may now Sir WiHiam Worthy name, 
The best an' nearest friend that she can claim : 
He saw't at first, an* wi* quick eye did trace 
His sister's beauty in her daughter's face. 

Sir Will. Old woman, do not rave, — prove what you 
say; 
*Tis dang'rous in affairs like this to play. 

Patie. Whai reason, Sir, can an auld woman have 
To tell a lie, when she's sae near her grave ? 
But how, or why, it shotrid be truth, I gi^nt, 
I every thiag that looks like reason want. 

Omnes. The stoiy's odd 1 we wish we heard it out 

Sir mil. Make haste, good woman, and resolve eadi 
doubt. ^ 

\^Mau9€ goea/oTfoardy leading Peggy to Sir William. 

Mouse. Sir, view me weel; has fifteen years sae 
plow'd 
A wrinkled face that yott ba^'e aften mw'd, 
That here I as an unknown stranger stand,' 
Wha nurs'd her mother that now bauds my hand ? 
Yet stronger proofs I'll gi'e, if you demand. 

Sir WtlL Ha! honest nurse, where Vere my eyes bcr 
fore ? 
I know thy Mthfulness, and need no more ; 
Yet from the lab'rinth, to lead out my mind. 
Say, to expose her, who was so unkind ? 

[&> William embraces Peggy, and makes her sit by him, 
' Yes, surely, thou'rt^my niece; truth must prevail: 
But no more words 'till Mause relate her tale. 

Patie. Guid nurse gae on ; nae music's haff sae fine, 
Or can gi'e pleasure like thae words o' thine. , 

Mause. Then it was I that sav'd her infant life^ 
Her death being threaten'd by an uncle's wife. 
, The story's lang ; but 1 the secret knew, 
How they pursu'd, wi' avaricious yicw. 
Her rich estate, o' which they're now possestc 
All this to me a corifident confest. 
I heard, wi' horror; an' wi* trembling dread. 
They'd smoor the sakeless orphan in her bed^ 
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That vefy night, when all. were sunk in resti 

At midnight hour» the floor I saftJy prest, 

An' staw tbe sleeping innocent away^ 

"Wi* whom I trayeird some few miles e*er daj. 

A* day I hid me ;— ^when the day was done^ 

I kept my journey, lighted by the moon, 

'Till eastward fifty miles I reached these plains^ 

Where needfu* plenty glads your cheerfu' swaihs. 

Afraid of being found out, I, to secure 

My charge, e^en laid her at this shepherd's door, 

An' took a neibouring cottage here, that I, 

Whatever $ht)uld happen to her, might be by. 

Here honest Glaud himseJl, an' Symon, may 

Remember weel> how I that very day 

Fra^ Roger's father took my little cruve. 

Glaud\ [wi' tears qfjoy kafifdng down hU beardP^ 

I weel remember't : Lord reward your love i 
Lang ha'e I wish'd for ttiia ; for aft I thought 
Sic knowledge some time should about be brought. 

Patie. Its now a crime to doubt ;«— my joys are fullr 
Wi' due obedience to my parem's will. 
Sir, wi' paternal love, survey her charms, 
An' blame me not for rushing to her arms. 
Siie's mine by vows ; and, wad, tho' still unknown, 
Ha'e.been my wife, whan I my vows durst own. 

Sir WilL My niece, my daughter, welcome to my 
care. 
Sweet image of thy mother, good and fair. 
Equal with Patrick. Now my greatest aim 
Shall be, to aid your joys Qind well-match'd flame. 
My boy, receive her from your father's hand, 
With as good will as either would demand. 

[Patie and Peggy embrace^ and kneel to Sir ffilUam. 

Pat, Wi' as much pj this blessing I receive, 
As ane wad life, that's sinking in a wave. 

Sir Will. [rai8£8 them.'] I give you both my blessing ; 
, may your love 
Produce a h^ppy race, and still improve. 

Peg, My wishes are complete"*->my joys arise> 
While I'm haff dizzy wi' the blest surprise* 
An' am I then a match for my ain lad. 
That for me so much gen'rous kindness had ? 
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Xang may Sir William bless thae happy plains^ 
Happy urhile Heaven grant he on them remains. ' 

Fat. Be lai^g our guardian, still ^our master be ; ^\ 

We'll only crave what you shall please to gi*e • ' f 

^ The estate be your's, my Peggy's ane to me. ; j 

Giaud, I hope your Honour now will tak amends 
O' them that sought her life for wicked ends. 

Sir Will The base unnatural villain soon shall know^ 
That eyes above watch the affairs below. 
I'll strip him soon of all to her pertains, * . 
And make him reimburse his ill-got gains. ' 

Feg. To me the views b* wealth, an' an estate, 
Seem light, when put in bajance wi* my Patei 
For his sake only^ I'll ay thankfu' bow 
For sic a kindness, beat, o' men, to you. 

Sffm. What double blythnes& wakens up this day I 
I hope now, Sir, you'll no soon haste away. 
Shall r unsaddle your horse, an' gar prepare 
A dinner for ye o* hale country &re ! , 

See hpw much joy uowrlnkles every brow ; 
Our looks hing on the twa, an' doat; qn you : 
E'en Bauldy, the bewitch'd, has quite forgot . 
* Fell Madge's taz, an' pawky Mause's plot. 

^r Will. Kindly old man ! remain ^tth you this day t 
I. never from these fields again will stray : 
Masons and wrights my house shall soon repmr. 
And busy gard'ners shall new planting rear s 
My father's hearty table you soon shall see 
Restor'd, and my best friends rejoice with me. 

Stfm, That's, the best news I heard this twenty year I 
New day breaks up^ rough, times begin to clear. 

Qlaud. God save the king, an' save Sir William Ungi 
T' enjoy their ain, an' rsdse the shepherd's sang« 

Reg. Wha winna dance» wha will refuse to sing i 
' What shepherd's whistle winna lilt the spring ? 

Bauldy. I'm friends wi' Mause.— ^wi' very Madge Pm 
greed, , 
Altho' they skelpit me when wobdly field v 
I'm now fu' blyth, an* frankly can forgive,. 
To join an' siogi ^ Lang may. Sir WiUiam lije*'' 
16 3 ' 
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Madge. Lancp nuqr he live:— -.an% Bauldjr leani to 
steek 
Your gab avee, an' think beCbr^ ye ^leak ^ 
An' never ca' her anld that wi^ts i^-mani. 
f Ise ye may yet sonae witches fingers ban. 
Thia day I'll wi' the youngest o' ye rant> 
An' brag for ay th^t J was oaM the aunt 
O' ourr]^un^.lady..-«riny dear bonny bairn! 

Feg.^fit ither name Til ever for you learn.-— 
An' my guid nurse, how shall I gratefu' be 
Tor a* thy matchless kindness done for me ? 

Mauae^ The flowing pleasures o' this happy day 
Does fplly a* I can require repay. 

Sir mil.jpo faithful Synion, and kind Glaud, to you, 
And to your hell s^ I give, in endless feu. 
The mailens ye possess, as justly due. 
For acunglike kind fathers to the pair, 
"W ho ha^e enough besides, and these can spare. 
Mause, in my house, in calmness, close your dayS} 
With nought to do but sing your Maker's praise. 

Ornnes. The Lord o* Heav'n return your Honour's 
love, 
Confirm your joys, an* a* your blessings roove. 

PATiB, fifftsenting bookr io sie william* 

Sir, here's my trusty friend, that always sharM 
My bosom secrets ^ere I was a laird : 
Glaud^s daughter, Janet, (Jenny think na shame) 
Rds'd, an' maintains in hinv a lover^s flame : 
Lang was he dumb; at last he spak an* won, 
An* hopes to be our honest uncle's son : 
Be pleas'd to speak to Glaud for his consent. 
That nane may wear a face o' discontent. 

Sir Will. My son's demand is iatr.^i'^-^laud, let mt 
trdve, 
That trusty Roger may your daughter have, 
With frank consent ; and, while he does remam 
Upon these fields, I make him chamberlaift. 

Glaud, You crowd your bounties. Sir; what cuk ^e say, 1 
But thai we're dyvours that can ne^^iafngp { > 

Whate'er your Honour wUls^ IsaU obey. J 
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Roger, my daughter^ wi* iny blessing tak. 
An' still our ioasler*s right your bua'neas mak. 
Please him, be fiddifu' an' this attld grey head 
Sail nod wi' quietness down amang the dead. 

Rog. I ne'er was guid o' speaking a'^my days> 
Or ever looM to mak o^er great a fraise ; 
But for my master, fiuber, an' my wife^ ' 
I will employ the cares o' a* my life. 

Sir mil. My friends, I'm satisfy'd youMi all behave^ 
Each in his station, as I'd wish or crave. - 
Be ever virtuous, soon or late you'll find 
Reward, an' satisfaction to your mind. 
The maze of life sometimes looks dark and wildj 
And oft, when hopes are highest, we're beguil'd. 
Oft when we stand on brinks o* dark despair, 
Some happy turn, wi' joy, dispels Our care. 
Now all's at right, who sings best, let me hear. 

Peg. When you demand, I readiest should obey ; 
I'll sing you ane, the newest that I ha'e. 
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My Fatie is a lover gay, 

His mind is never muddy ; 
His breath is sweeter than new hay, 

His faqe is fair and ruddy ; 
His shape ia handsome, middle size ; 

He's comely in his wauking : 
The shining o\his een surprise ; 

It's heaven to hear him tauking. 

Last night I met him on a bank, 

Whare yellow com was growing ; 
There mony a kindly- word he spak. 

That set my heart a-glowing. 
He kiss'd, an' vow'd he wad be mine, 

An* loo'd me best o' ony; 
That gars me like to sing sinsyne, 

O coni-rigga are bonny. 
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Let lasties o' a sill^ mind . 

Refuse what maist they're wanting; ^ 
Since we for yielding were design'd^ 

We chastely shou'd be granting. 
Then 111 comply} an> marry Pat&; 

An* syne my cockernony 
He^8 free to touzelair or late, 
V Where corn riggs are tMxnny. 

[^Sxeunt omne^^ 
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IN making any observations upon this celebrated 
Pastoral, it seems most natural to consider it under the 
following header la. The Fable-^dS^y^ The ChairacterS) 
mmZdly^ The Sentimenta and Behaviour of the Actors; 
and, in the 4rA place, The Language. 

1«^) The fable of all dramatic works must be probable, 
but those of the pastoral drama must be peculiarly so ; 
nay, th^e last must consist chiefly of common incidentSy 
subservient to one interesting event, which is the end 
and occasion of the whole. Exactly such is the pastoral 
of the Gentle Shepherd ; almost all the scenes in it are 
familiar to the Scotsman, who .hath passed his days on 
this side the Tweed , and there is one leading circum- 
stance, OQe principal occurrence, jvhibh all the rest 
(nicely organized) approximate^ at their several dis«* 
tances. This great and happy event is no less than the 
safe return of Sir William Worthy from the wars, and 
his arrival at his paternal seat. - 

There are few, very few pf our countrymen, we bc- 
lieve, who have not perused the Gentle Shepherd again 
and again, with increased satisfaction and delight; and 
frofn whence, let us* ask) arise these pleasing emotions I 
are they not occasioned by the affinity which we observe 
between this comedy and nature^and its uniform concor- 
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daxice with v^at we have seen md experienced in the 
world ! 

2</, Of the cbaractei^s. These are perhaps as welt^ 
diversified as the pastbral life will admit of. The inci- 
dents in it are supposed to be feW) and those uninterest-^ 
ing. We imagine that the pipe and crook alternately 
engage the shepherd- fr attention; in every season of the 
year he spends to-daj as he did yesterday, with little or 
no variation. In like manner, Ae son (making aliow-^ 
ances for the difference in natural dispositions) grows 
tip in the very footsteps of his father ; his ambition ends 
with the boundaries of his pasture ; his affections are 
fixed on some coy shepherdess, whose praises he sings-, 
with unwearied assiduity, or whose cruelty he laments 
in such (ectllng strains, that the sympathetic rodis and 
vallies resound his tale of woe. 

W.e further suppose, tbat these happy people formed 
themselves into convenient societies, where they did and 
received, good offices to and from one another; and wha, 
from the nature of their profession, and from thek situa^ 
tion in life, we may conclude, were remarkable for the 
innocency of their lives, and the simplicity of their man- 
ners.. 

Such is a sample of the golden age, which is no more 
to be met with in these iron times* 

In the tAird place, the sentiments and behaviour of the 
actors are perfectly correspondent to their respective 
conditions. All of them, except the Knight, are placed 
in an humble sphere of Ufe, and their opinions and ac- 
tions are such as befit persons who have net received a 
liberal education ; yet, notwithstanding they (tutored by 
nature, and uncorrupted by the world,) make use oif 
simiHcs, drawn from objects immediately surrounding 
theni} which CQ^e home with greater force to the feel- 
ing heart, than any thing which can be effected by the^ 
choicest lunguage, or most elaborate phraseology. 

In th^ fourth place, of the language ; which by some 
hath been reprobated for its vul^rity and meanness. 
Thit there are some vulgarisms in this Poem, which it 
would certainly have been better without, we are not 
disposed to deny, but that these abound throughout, t)r 
that the language on th6 whole is mean, we can ^n n^acv 



THE GENTUfi 4SHEPHERd. i& 

t:oun| admit: it is seldom (if €ver) unsBitablc to the 
qViality of the speakers, whoj it majr be proper here to 
obserTC) must not be considered as every way the same 
with the primitive shepherds spoken. of before, or as ex- 
actly of that cast which Pope describes to be the fittest 
characters for pastoral poetry, but in a great degree be- 
low both ; they may be said to be their equals in felicity, 
their inferiors in birth, riches, and mental qualifications; 
viewing them in this Hght, we ought not to be out of 
humour with the Poet, when we meet with one or two 
unpolished phrases in the mouths of any of his DramaH* 
Persons; because, Uty they are taken from the real life ; 
ScT, they render the Po^m more ludicrous; and lastfyj the 
author meant they should please. In short, we are of 
(pinion, that if such naturalists do not always beautif^') 
they seldom disfigure a work of this kind. 

We may, Jinally^ remark, that the speeches of the 
good old Knight are happily characteristic. They pos- 
sess a degree of dignity, tempered witb affability, which 
is exceedingly^ agreeable to the read^r^ and which is 
hi|^ly meritorious in the author. 
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THE follpwing description of the nataral Scenecy 
* of the Gentle Shepherd^ is tkken from a topographical 
account of Kewhan, (fonrferly the seat of Duncan For- 
besy Esq. and now possessed by Rbbert Brown, Esq. Ad- 
vocate,) in the parish *of Pennycuick, published in the 
Appendix to the 17th volume of Sir John Sinclair's Sta- 
tistical Account of Scotland, drawn up by Lord Eskgrove. 
•—After k minute description of the country in the neigh- 
bourhood of Newhall, he adds: — 

^ What makes these particulars interesting is, that at 
this time, when the property of Mr. Forbes, this place 
was distmguished by Allan Ramsay's attachment to it, asf 
well as' to the proprietor and his family; in consequence 
of which, it assisted in forming, and was chosen by hin»^ 
for the scenes of that celebrated pastoral-comedy/ the- 
Gentle Shepherd. ' While I passed my infancy at New*' 

< hall,' says Mr. Tytler in his edition of King James's Po« 
ems, ^ near Pentland Hills, where the acenes ofthia Fasto^ 
« ralfioem ivere Udd^ the seat of Mr. Forbes, and the re- 

< sort of many of the Literati jxt that time, I well remem- 
^ ber to have heard Ramsay re'bite^ as his^own produption^ 
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* different scenes of the Gentle Shepherd, particularly the 

* /tpojirar, before It was printed. I believe in j Honourable 

< Friend, Sir Jan\es Clerk of Pennycuick, where Ramsay 
« frequenily resided, and who,' J know, is possessed of se- 

< veral original PdethiB> eoinpdsed by him^ can give the 

< same testimony.*— P* S. The above note was shown to 

< Sir James Clerk, and had his approbation.' In summer, 
irss, Mr.' Tytlec» when oti a- visit to the present pro- 
prietor, enumerated, among those to whom he here refer- 
red, Pr^ident Forbest &tron Sir John, and William 
Clerk, his brother of Pennycuick, Dr. Clerk, and Pro- 
vost Lindsay of Edinburgh, and also pointed out the 
room that bkd been usually occupied by himself. Of 
the two first scries partrculariy condescended. on, and 
which indeed contain the first act, and most of the pictu- 
resque tt:en«Ary in the Ppem. The first is: 

Beneath the south Mde of a crpggy bield, 

Where crystal springs tke^ialesome waters yield ^. 

And the second : 

A flowrie l;i6wm between twa verdant feraes, 
Where lasses use to wash ^d spread their claise ; 
A trotting burnie wimpling through the ground, 
Its channel peebles, shining smooth and round : '' 

Come Meg, let's fe* to wark upon the green, ^^ * 
This sunny day will bleach our linen clean ; 
The water clear, the lift unclouded blew. 
Will mak* them like a lily ^et wi' dew. 

Gae farer up the burn to Habbie's How, 
Where a' the sweets of spring and simmer grow ; . 
. Between twa birks, out o'er a little lin. 
The water fa's, and maks a singan dm ; 
A pool breast-deep, beneath as clear as glass, ' 
Kisses wV easy whirls the bordering grass. 
We'll eni our washing, while the morning's coor,* ^ 
And when the day grows het, we'll to the pool, 
There wash oursells ■ ■ 
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Daft lassie, when we're naked, what'li yt f^ff 
V Gif our two Iverds come bratUing do^n the b^raCf 

. Apd »ee us aae ?; ■ > >■ . ■ 

Between tb^ house and the little haugh, where the Esk 
and the rivulets from the Harbour Craig meet, are some 
. romaniic grey craggs at the sid6 of the water^ looking 
up a turn in the glon, and directly fronting t^ soutn* 
Their crevices are filled with birohes, sihrubs, and copsp^ 
wood ; the cleiir stream pifrles its way pastt within a few 
yurds, before it runs directly under them, and projecting 
beyond their bases, they give complete beUd ta whatever 
is beneath, and fofna the most inviting retreat imagina* 
ble. , Farther up the glen widens, immediately behind 
the house, into a con^derable green or holm, with tlie 
iianging,bur|i now more qui#t, winding among peebleSf 
in short tu]en» through, it. , At the. head of thi$ holm, 
on the edge of the stream, with an agedi thorn behind 
them, are the ruins of an old washing-house; and the 
place was so well calculated for the use it had formerly 
been applied to, tW another more convenient one was 
¥uilt about twenty years ago, and is stifi to be seen. 
Stiil farther u^ the, bum, agreeable to the desertption 
in the dialogue of the aecofid scene, the hollow beyond 
Mary's Bower, where the E^k diiFidee it in llie middle, 
fttid fona^s a liii or leap, is named the HoW'4>um ; a smaU 
enclosure above is called the Qraehead Park ; and the 
follow below the cascade, with itf bathing pool and lit- 
tle green, its birches, wild shrubs, and yariety of natural 
flowers if) summer, with its rocks, and Ute^^hole of its 
yomahtic and rural sceneiy, colacidM exactly with the 
description of Qabbie's Ilow* It was^so designed, no. 
doubt, to distinguish it fitom t|ie upper division of the 
How, either ibr the s&k# of the v^se, and the alliteration 
or initial resemblance, or, which is more likely, because 
sAme cottager of that narne^ in.othgr parts of the Poem, 
called Hab and Halbert, and a favourite ill the fiEimUy, 
had at that, or some former period, chosen this spot for . 
the scite of his hut. There are still the remains of a 
cotug« on thci^p of the tipetK bank; immediately over 
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it; and the pool continues to be the&vouiite pUcefov 
bathing. Farther up still, the ground beycmd the How* 
buni) to the westward) called Carlopsy a contracuon for 
Carline'sLoup, were supposed once t* h^ve been the 
residence of a carline or witch|\vho ILved in « dell at the 
{Dot of the Carlops Hill, near a pass between two c<mic 
rocks : from the opposite points of which, she was often 
observed at nights, by the supei^titious and ignorant^ 
bounding and frisking on her broom across the entrance. 
Not far from this, on a height to the east, is a veiy an* 
cient half-wiihertd sectary ash-tree^ near the old man- 
sioii-house of Carlops, overhanging a well, with not ano* 
t"her of thirty years standing in sight of it ; andj from the 
open ground to the south, both ifahd the glen, with the 
village and some decayed cottages in it, and^the Carlirie's 
ioup at its mouth, are' seen. Ramsay may not have ob- 
served, or referred tb this tree ; but it is a curious cir- 
cumstance, that it should be there, and so situated as to 
complete the resemblance to the scene, which seems to 
have been taken from the place. * -- 

[ Ace IL Scene It. 
The open field^«!<— A cottage in a g]en, 
^ An auld wife spinning at the sunny en'«»-p- 
Mt a ^mall distance, by a blasted tree, 
Wi' fttMed arms, and half raised looks, ye ^ee, 
Bauldyihis lane. ^ 

The tradition, the objects of the landscape,^nd the Pdet'js 
intimate acquaintance with every thing .connected with 
his friend's property, all tend to show, that not only the 
scenery, but the story itself^ was in some meascire bor- 
rowed froiu ll. In the third act, Sir: William Worthy 
laments ti^e ruinoilA condition^of manjt of the particulars, 
Which dil^tinguished the palace in the time of Sir David 
Forbes, and had been tfa» resiklt of his li^te and attention. 
The avenues are not omitted^ agil even the tapestry 
which had covered two of the sides of the Advocate^a 
room, that whentfiiie proprietor tcx>k possession, w^e 
literally in tlfe exact sUi}ati<mtlesci*ibed at the beginning 
ot the third act, * - * 

< J. — i. , no chimney left ; ; 

< The naked walls'^Qf twp'stry aii berd!^^ • ' : 
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is takea notice of. The o£kes« ptgeon-housesi and ||;ar« 
4ens* give ri^^ to the iuilowing exclamation Hi the same 
scenci. V > 

My stables and pavilions, bmken wdls I 
That with each rainjr blast decaying fiiHs : 
My, gardens once adorn'd the most complete. 
With all that mature, all that art makes sweet, &c* 
Bat overgrown with nettles, docks, and brier; 
No jaccacinths or eglantines appear. 

. And ify as is presumable, the name Worthy was given the 
proprietor, in compliment to Sir David Forbes, Williamr 
has evidently been placed before it* in preference to any 
other Christian name, merely for the sake of alliteration. 
In 1784, after a visit, the proprietor received the following" 
verses from Mr. Bradefute, author of the Statistical Ac* 
count of Dunsyre, and late minister of thatparish, a res- 
pectable and ingenious man, and who, from his intimacy 
with the late Sir James Clerk, was also well acquainted 
with whatever related to Ramsay's coinposiuons, and tathe 
Gentle Shepherd in particular. In these lines, the houses 
of Glaud and Symon are supposed to hav^ been the cot* 
Uge at the foot of Monk's Burn ; and that of Harlcy muir, 
on the height on the other side of the water above the 
Steel, and not far ft*om the Harbour Craig. The first i& 
very old, and only the foundation of the last is to be disco* 
vered, a little to the.east of the present one, seen from the 
lake. The verses are entitled, A Morning Walk at New* 

, hall, in Mid Lothian, the seat of Robert Brown, Esq. Ad^ 
vocate. 

Waked by the morninfg rays from fleeting dreami^ 
I leave the couch inviting to repose^ 
To trace the scenes whkh Nature spreads around ; 
To please the eye or animate the soul^ 
With reeollectionS drawn from ancient times.— ^ 
We enter first the glen adom'd with, trees. 
Where varied shades and pleasing groves deliglit 
The wai^bling birds that perch on every spray. 
The lulling mufmurs of th6 distant Esk,, 
At bottom of the woods sailute the ear ;. 
Beyond, the rising heights covered with weodl$ 
And lAterspers'd ivitb jut^ng rocks^^ii^viier 
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The eye to trace, in Beaaty^s waving line, 

The vivid landscape, rich with deepening shades •" > 

Which here o'erhang the glassy glittering stream, 

•Till from the widening vale the country op^aJ— 

The winding path now leads us thro' the wood, 

Where Esk puts forth her silver^flowing stream^ 

In sweet retirement, and sequester'd shade. . - " 

We then approach tlie opening of the trees^ 

Where now the rustic swain enjoys the banks, 

Happy and blyth, not far his humble cot, 

Cloath'd with the shining straw, whose white-WashM walls 

Appear contrasted with the ivy*s green* 

Before the door, the partner of his cares ~ 

Turns swift the wheel, and tunes the Scottish song^ 

Eying askance her yoiing ones on the grass. 

Lest they too near approach the river's bank : 

The cattle spread around now browse the herbs^ 

Loaded with dews delightful to the taste ; 

The watchful dog guards well his ripenM corns, 

.And saves the treasure for his master's use. 

Near this a pleasant riv'let glides along, 

Ffflls from the height, and forms the bright cascade, 

Where hollow rocks surround the foaming pool, ^ . 

And form a shade to screen the mid-day sun;— - 

From this we mount the bank to view the lake, 

With shining surface drawn from crystal springs, 

Land-lock'd and smooth, where oft the finny tribe 

Rise at the glittering fty with eager haste.— 

We now return and trace the river** banks, 

Studded Avith cowslips, and with copsewoods, crown*d* 

Beyond, the prospect's barren all and wild, 

With hollow glens and diecp-sequester'd kwns. 

Now all at once, far up another glen, - * 

Midst awful solitudes and dark^me dells, 

A high tremendous rock erects his fVont : 

On near approach, we found it deeply mark'd 

With venerable names, ol" those who fied. 

In Charles's helpless days, the hatints of men» 

I^^^sued by unrelenting bands, who sought 

Their deaUi^ and wag'd ignoble war. 

Here said the preacher stood with solemfn pau^e,. 

To mark, wit^ outatrctch'd arm, the ^mbre feeaifr^ 
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The field' of Scotltsb and of English wars ; 
Or what more near concerned the listening crowd. 
To pokit the fetal spot, on Pentland Hills, 
Where many a ploughman-warrior fought and fell.-^ 
Slowly we turn and leave these gloomy scenes. 
Sacred to sighs and deepest heartfelt woe, 
To seek the pieasing banks and purling rill, 
'Where copsewood thickets cheer the wandering eye, 
Where honeysuckles with the birch entwines.— 
We enter now from henc« the western glen, 
Through which the murm'ring Esk pouts forth his- - 
And view a past'ral and more pleasant scene, [stream 
Sacred to Fame, and deem'd now classic ground. 
'Twas here a beautiful recess was found ; 
■ And hence arose the scene of Habby's How ; 
Where now appears, betwixt two birks, the lin 
That, falling, forms the pool where bathM the maid^ 
Whilst here upon the green their cloth they laid. 
Here, on a seat reclined, screeu'd from the sun 
By bazle shrubs and honeysuckle flowers, 
You sit at ease and recollect the song, 
While sponive Fancy imjigVy supplies.— 
Following the stream, we view the happy spots. 
Where Gland and Synrnn dwelt in t|mes of old, 
And passM the joke over the nut-brown ale, 
Where old Sir William cheer'd poor Peggy's heart, ^ 
And gave her, yielding, to her Patie's arms.-«- 
Thy pen, O Ramsay I sweetest pastoral Bard t ' - 
Alone was fit to paint the pleasing tale, 
And teach mankind^ the charms of rural life I . 

Among the best of Ramsay's smaller productions afe^ 
' an ode to Mr. Forbes, and some verses on Mrs. Forbesr, 
late Lady Newhall, as she is called, according to the fa- 
shion of the time, whose maiden name, it appears, was 
Bruce. Bo fond he was of the place, that he begins his 
parody ofooe of Horace^s Odes, as if seated at one of the 
front windows of the house, * Look up to Pentland^s towe- 
ring tops,' &c. and in an Epistle to Gay the poet, eithei' 
from this or Pennycuick, where his patrons, the Duke 
and Duchess of Queensberry, have their portraits, and 
trere inthnatelf ac^usunted> he addresses him thus i 
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To thee, frae-edge of PenUat^ height> ^ 
Where £biwbs and faii-io^ ufe delight. 
And revel a' the liveUng night,^ * . 

O'er glea^ and brae»» 
A bard> that has the second sights 

Thy foitiuie spaes* 

This is the only place, in the neighbourhood of the Pent* 
land range, that looks up in front of these mountains. In 
the month of May, the bright green sward of the Spittal 
Hill is often on this side, half covered, and studded over 
with all the ewes of the farm, and their young ones as 
^hite as snow, basking above the river in the face of the 
sun, fnsking and jumping about, or making the air re^ 
sound with their bleatings; .whilst the shepherd and his 
dog, laid on a neighbouring height, command the whole, 
and seek the cooling breeze. , . 

When, in a fine evening, from the front windows, jn the 
month of July, the sun with glowing clouds innumers^le, 
inclines towards the, western shoulder of the mountain, 
and his golden rays stream along its smooth and verdant 
surface, touching the slightest inequality, and deepening 
and extending every shadofnr ; when at this time, the flock 
appears over the hi whs and trees, from the other side on 
its summit, and, spread like a white sheet, gradually con* 
tracting, descends into the bughts, about mid-way down, 
^here the milk -niaids await, <^and,^ as it is expressed in 
the 4th scene of the 2d act, <^ Rosie lilts the milking of the 
ewes," attended by the shepherd wrapt in his plaid, with 
his staff and his dog ; it is irupossible not to join in the re- 
quest of the poet, in that beautiful old Scottish melody, 
*^ will ye go to the ewe-bnghts ;" aiid a scmie as rich, as 
truly pastoral and sublime, is frequently presented to the 
eye, as ever was pakued by Claud )e ix>rrain^ or Thomson 
could describe. The wawking of the faulds, gives the 
tune to the very first song which opens the play under ccm*^ 
sideration, and was naturally pitched upon, where such 
an occurrence is also often and so strikingly exhibited. 

From these circumstances, the manners, ideas* employ*- 
fnents^ language, and 4ress of the old inhabitants ; the title 
of the former proprietor by. whom ^he house was built ', 
Ramsay's intimacy wit^ his soo^and attadhment to^tbe 
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place ; the shelter there given !o the cof enahters before 
the ReatoratioDy which is commemorated with so much 
loyalty and exultation in the comedy ; the mention made 
init of General Monk ; die ttadition-as to the witch in the 
glen at Carlops ; the corresponding scenery at Habbie's 
H0W9 and about the house ; the number of streams) birch* , 
eSy rocks, cascades, and glens, wfth the natural shrubs and 
Sowers growinig wild upon the banks, together with the 
superior verdure and beauty of the neighbouring hillsy 
particularly those in the front of the house f the reader 
may easily trace from whence have sprung almost all the 
incidents and pastoral' scenery of the Gentle Shepherd^ 
the most beautiful of our Scottish poems/ ' 

That striking scenery produces a very powerful effect 
upon the imi^ination ; and when it becomes an object bf 
attachment^ must influence and give a corresponding cha-. 
racter to the productions of a poetj as well as of a painter 
is unquestionable. A collection of fine words may be 
made, and strung mechanically together, as occasion re- 
quires, into something like a picture ; but, as it is the 
combination, lind not the words themselves, that produ- 
x;es the effect, it is froni the study of nature only \ee can 
acquire those impressions, to be conveyed to the reader 
in a striking description ; and a poet) to excel in that 
branch of his art, must be alive to the charms of a good 
landscape; must collect from nature alone such objects 
as suit his. purpose, in those places where the greatest 
number of them are to be met with ; and in their distri- 
bution and colouriogy tnnist follow the same rules that the 
painter doesy who pursues the only road to fame,*in :: si- 
milar species of composition. If it is nature that is to be 
represented, either on paper or canvas, and a true like- 
ness given, she must sit for her picture. In this case no 
violation of custom or incongruity can ever take place. 
All Shenstone*s4escriptions,and many of his other poems, 
are mere expressions of the feeling excited by the scenes 
atnong which he lived, and in which hte delighted;^ and in- 
this view, ds containing the originals from whence his- 
engaging descriptions were drawn, the Arcadian simpli- 
city of Jhe Lease wes, has been a greater object of curio- 
sUy and interest, to people of genuine sensibility and- 
taste^than pbtces crowded with the most expensive orna# 



iiient«. Besides iho nation^ coaqem^ every, Scotcl^mati 
inparticxilar mu&t havei in whatever relates to a pei fbrrn** 
aDce» which) as a Pastorax. Combdt, has not been svRf 
rASS£]>) qr perhaps i^^vai^led in any langusige ; in the 
same lights as the manners, cannot be preserved, it wai> 
desirable to ascertain, a^. least, the spot from whence 
Riimsay had got those pastoral descriptions and scenes^ 
which are so inimitably and faithfully co^ed. Accord* 
i&giy^ the Gentle Shepherd no sooner drew admirationj 
than, every trifling streamlet, in the direetion of tlie Pent« 
land HillS| was honoured with a Habbie's How f and hav- 
ing once got the name fixed upon it, the whole scenery of 
the Poem was applied to the neighbourhood, without pro- 
ducing any evidence that Ramsay had ever resided in the 
place, or had ever an opportumty of seeing the spot it* 
seif. Some forgetting even thai Habbie^^' How was 9 
jpldLQGf << where a' the sweets of spring and summer 
grow/' gave the D^me,^asin the water of Glencross, to a 
spot which has nothing peculiar in itself or neighbour* 
hood ; which is away from all inhabitants, bare, smd sur- 
rounded with marshes; where there is scarcely a birchf 
pr shrub< unless a stinted solitary thorn, or rowan, stick- 
ing ouu as if dropt by accident frpm a rock* deservf s the 
Baizes; where not a flower, but that of whins where the 
p>il is dry vis to be found; and which R^ms^, &om hav- 
' ing no appfirent connectu>ii witiv it or its neighbourhood^ 
In all probability never saw, or even heard of, in his life* 
On this account^ to remove the disagreeable and unplea- 
sant sensation arising from every species of uncertainty, 
and^as a ipatter of curiosity, it has been endeavoured to 
fix, with precisiot), from whence the scenes of the Gen- 
tle Shepherd were drawn. Although unconnected witii 
the honour and history of Scotland, such a subject 
is amusing, and as a matter of curiosity may lead to im- 
provement. Curiosity is one of oIht earliest and strong- 
est incitements to action ; it is the only road to wisdom ; 
it is the prime mover of philosophers, as well as of chil- 
dren; it is lively) entertaining, and innocent in iu gratifi^ 
cation; and what is the end of all pur pursuits, even the 
most important, but the gratificiidoii of some one of those 
passions, or appetites arising from eternal objects, through 
Itie mediums of pereeptimi «nd emotion, which consti*' 
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-tu'tcjthe very essence of our being, and without which life 
Itselt is beyond our comprehension ? At this time, New- 
hall, Carlops, and Spittal, all belonged to Mr. Forbes; 
and it is somewhat temarkable, that while Allan Ramsay 
wa^ encouraged by him, and Gay the poet was patronised 
by the intimate friends of Sir James Clerk at Pennycuick^ 
the Duke and Duchess of Queensberry, his cousin, Pre- 
ddent Forbes, was the chief support of Thomson, who 
xnight often have been here along with him,«nd was also 
distinguished for the accuracy and engaging simplicity^ 
as well as richness, of hik descripdons of niral life and 
scenery. 

Ramsay was an enthusiast in Scottish music, and be- 
sides his own, which are numerous, he has made a large 
collection of songs wrote by others of his countrymen ; 
and it was in all probability from his connections with 
him, that Gay, whose genius, originally, seems to have 
been of a vei7 ^milai* cast, has shown his tittachment to 
our tunes, in his celebrated play of the Beggar'a Opera. 

These properties, on the death of Mr. Forbes, were 
disjoined, but are now again united ; the farthest of the 
glens behind has been flooded, from the Harbour Craig 
upwards, and the banks are about to be covered with 
wood. " An enriched obelisk has b^en raised on the high- 
est part of the lawn, betwixt and Mary's Bower, and a rus- 
tic hut near it, on a bold point on the brink of the glen. 
The inclosures and pleasure grounds, towards the road 
and hills in front, and the plantations, have been much 
extended, both down to the lake and up towards the vll^ 
lage, near which, on an eminence at the foot of the hilln, 
a romantic ahd Arcadian scite has been chosen for a mo* 
nument to their favourite pastoral Bard. 
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CHRIST'S KIRK ON THE GREEN. 

IN THREE CANTOS.* 



Konsider it warili, pid aftenrer than cnis ; 

Wei at en blink sU poetri not ten is. e. dousias. 



CANTO I. 

Was ne'er in Scotland heard or seen 

Sic dancing an' deray ; 
Nowther at Falklandf on the green, 
. Nor Peebles^ at the play^ 
As was o' wooers, as I ween, 

At Christ's KirkJ on a day : 

* This edition of the first canto is taken from an old manu- 
script collection of Scots poems, written above 200 years ago, 
where it is found that James, the first of tbat name, king of 
ScotSi was the author ; thought to be wrote while that brave 
and learned prince was unfortunately kept prisoner in England 
by Henry V. about tlie year 1418. Ballenden in his translation 
of H. Boece*s history, gives this character of him j — " He was 
well lernit to fecht with the swords to lust, to tumay, to worsyl, 
to syng and dance, was an expert medicinar, richt crafty in play- 
ing baith of lute and harp, and sindry othtr instrumentis of rou- 
sick. He was expert in gramer, oratry and poetry, and maid 
sae flowand and sententious versis, apperit weil he was ane na* 
tural and borne poete."— Lib. 16. Cap. 16. 

f In the shire of Fife, where our kings for some time had their 
residence. 

i Peebles one of our royal boroughs, where the gentlemen of 
the shire frequently meet for the diversion of horse raees and 
the like. 

§ The place where our wedding held, is either at Lesley (the 
church there bearing that name), or a place so named, a little 
distant from Windsor, where our king was in the time of his 
confinement. t 

B 
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There came out kitties washen clean, 
In new kirtles o' gray, 

Fou gay that day. 

To dance these damsels did them dight,* 

Thir lasses light o' lait8,t 
Thieir gloves wer o* the raffel right, 

Their shoon were o' the straits, 
Their kirtleswere o' Lincome light,t 

Weel prest wi* mony plaits, 
They were sae nice whan men them nicht, 

They squeel'd like ony gaits 

Fou loud that day. 

Of a* thae maidens mild as m&ad. 

Was nane sae jimp as Gilly, 
As ony rose her rude was red, 
. Here lire was like the lily : 
Fou yellow yellow was her head. 

But shi^ o* love was sily ; 
Tho' a' her kin had sworn her dead. 
She wad hae but sweet Willy 
Aiane that day. 

She scorned Jack, an* scraped at him. 

An' murgeon'd him$ wi^ mocks ; 
He wad hae looed, she wad nae let him. 

For a* his yellow locks. 
He chmsh'd her, she bad gae chat him, || 

Counted him not twa clocks ;f 
Sae shamefully his short gown set him, 

His legs Were like twa rocks** 
Or rungs that day. 

* Made UiemselveB rendy. 

^ Light or wanton in their jnanners. 

\ Stuff made at Lincoln. 
^ % Ridtcoled him, by a ridictdotui manner of aping his g«it or 
actions. 

IJ She bid him go hang himself. 

% Reckoned 4ftiai not worth a couple of beetles. 

** Two distaffs* This description of Gilty*s love to WlHy, 
and her despising Jack, and notwithstandmg lis aiectlaa to her, 
is drawn with an admirable comic delicacy. 
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Tarn Lmter was their minstrel meet,* 

Guid Lord ! how he cou'd lance, 
He playM sae shill, an' sang sae sweet, 

While Tousie took a trance : 
Auld Lightfoot there he did forleet, 

An* counterfeited France :t 
He us'd himsel as man discreet. 

An' up the morace dance 
^ He took that day. 

Then Steen came steppand in wi' stends, 

Nae rink might him arrest 4 ^ 

Plaitfoot did bob wi* mony bends, 

For Mause he made request ; 
He lap till he lay on his lends, 

But risand was sae prest, 
While that he hostit at baith ends, 

For honour o' the jfeast, 

An" danc'4 that day. 

Syne Robin Roy began to revel. 

An* Oawny to him rugged ; 
Let be, quoth Jack, an' ca'd him jevel, 

An* by the tail him tug|^ed ; 
The kensie cleekit to a cavel. 

But,. Lord ! as they iwa lugged ; i 

Thfey parted manly on a nevel ; 

Men say that hair was rugged 

Between themtwa. 

Ane bent a bow, sic sttirt did steer him, 

Great skaith was^t to hae scar'd him.; 
He chesit a flanef as did affear him, 

The other sai4dirdum dardum : II • 

* A musician fit for th«ni. 

I He forgot to play the good old Scots tunes like auld Light*' 
foot, and imitated the French, like our modern minstrels, tliat 
dare t>lay nought but Itaiiano's, iot fear they spoil their M- 
41es. 

^ The swiftest course could not stop him. ^_ 

§ He chose an arrow, 

II A slight manner of speaking. When ene makes a boast of 
some action which we think but meanly of, we readily say, ** A 
dirdum of that." 
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Thro' baith the cheeks he thought to sheer him, 

Or thro' the arse hae char'd him ; 
B' ane akerbraid it came hae neer him, 

I canna tell what marr'd him, 

Sae wide that day* 

Wi' that a friend o' his cry'd, Fy, 

An' up arrow drew, 
He forged it sae furiously, 

The bow in flinders flew : 
Sae was the will o' God, trow I ; 

For had the tree been true, 
Men said, who kend his archery. 

That he had slain anew, 

Belyve that day. 

A yap young man that stood him neist, 

Loos'd aff a shot wi' ire, 
He etled the bairn* in at the breast, 

The bolt flew o'er the hire ;t . 
Ane cry'd, Fy, he has slain a priesti 

A mile beyond a mire ; 
Then bow an' bag frae him he kiest, 
" — An*~fled as fierce as fir^ 

Frae flint that day. 

Ane hasty hensure, called Harry, ^ , 

Wha was ane archer hynd, . 
Fit up a tacklct withoutten tarry 

That torment sae him tynd.§ 
I watna whether's hand cou'd vary, 

Or the man was his friend ; 
For he escap'd thro' mights o' Mary, 

As ane that nae ill mean'd. 

But guid that day. 



* He designed his arrow at the lad's breast. 
t He expresses his missing him, by a metaphor of a thunder- 
bolt flying over the hire, or cow-house. 

% Immediately made ready his shooting.tackle. 
§ His vexation made him angry. 
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Then Laurie like a lion lap, 

An* soon a flanc can fedder,* 
He hecht to pierce him at the pap, 

Thereon to wed a wedder:t 
He hit hlra on the wame a wap, 

It bufi^ like onj bladder : 
But sae hh. fortune was an hap, 

His doublet made o' leather 

Suv'd him that da^. 

The buff say boisterpuf Ijr abaist him, 

He to the earth duaht down ; 
The tither man for 4ead there left him, 

An* fled out o' the town. 
The wives cam furth, an' up they reft him, 

An* fand life in the lown ; 
Then wi*s three routs- on*s arse they raisM him, 

Jlh' curM him out o' sown 

Frae hand that- day. 

Wl* forks an' flails they lent great slaps. 

An* flang together, like frigs; 
Wi* bouger«| o* barns they bcft blew caps, 

While they o' bairns made brigs. 
The rierd raise-rudely wi* the raps, 

Whan rungs were laM on riggs ; 
The wives cam furth Mfi* cries an* claps^ 

See whare my liking liggs5 

Fou low thu day ! 

They gimed, an' let gird wi^ grains, 

rik goasip ithcr griev'd ; 
Some strak wi' stings, Apme gather'd stanes, 

Some fied an* ill mischiev'd. 
The minstrel wan withjn twa wains,|| 

That day be wisely priev'd ; 

• Feathereil ftn arrow. - ^ 

f He vfragered a wcfdder he would pierce him at the-pap. 
+ Rafters. ^ , 

f My sweet Jieart lies on the ground.. 
II Got between two wabs* or wagons, and hid himself^ 
B 2 
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For he came bame vi' unbniis'd batie^y 
Whare fighters were mischieyd 
Fon ill that da)r. 

Heich Hutchon wi* a bisil riee 

To red) can thro^ them rumtnil ; 
He fkiaw'd them dotvn like oey micey 

He was nae baity bummil ;* 
Tho* he was wighty he was nawbey 

Wi* sic jangleurs to jummil ; 
For frae his thumb they dang a slite. 

While he cry'd, Barlafummil,t 
I'm slain this day. . 

Whan that he saw hit bluid sae red« 

To flee might nae man let him ; 
He ween*d it had been for aiild feedy 

He thought an^ bad hae u him ; 
He gart his feet defend his heady 
' The &r feiret it set hin^f 
While he was past out o' a* plead, r 

He soud be swift that gat him> 

^ Thro' speed that day. 

The towq souter in grief was bdtwdeii4 

His wife hang at his waists 
His body was wi* bluid a* brdwdeo^S 

He grain*d like oay ghaist ; 
Her glittering hair that was tae gowdehy 

Sae hard in loeve him lac'd, 
That for her sake he:was na yowdenyt) 

While he a mile w^s. ohac^dy 

An- mair th^t day. 

The miller was o' manly maky ' 
To meet him was nae mows ; . 

* Or petty fumbler ; an aetionless fellow. 

t Ciyd, barlnf^ or parlefumndl^ Vm fallen. 

t WaB furnished with abundance of grief. One who has 
enough of any thing, we Btiy, fle is well badiii. 

$ All besmeared with Mood. But browd^n'more commonly 
means forward or fond. 

II l^ot tired. 
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Their durst naetenaome there him tok, 

Sac noyted he their pows; 
The bushment heal about him hnk, 

An' bicker'd him wi' bows; 
Syne traitorously behind his back, 

They hew'd him on the -hows* 
B^ind that liay. 

Twa that were headsmen o* the herd, 

On ither ran like rams, 
They foUowM seeming^ right unfcar'd, 

Beat on wi' barrow-tr^tns : 
But whare their gabs they were migear'd) 

They gat upon the gams; 
While bluidy barken'd were their beards, 

As they had worried lambs, 

Maist like that day. 

The wives kuist np a hideous yeU, 

When a' thae yonkers yoked ; 
As fierce as flags o* fice^efliOigbts fell, 

Friekst to the fields they flocked ; 
The carles wi' clubs did' others quell 

On breasts, while bltiid oiit bocked ;| 
Safe rudely rang the common' b^II, 

That a' the ateeple rocked, : 

For dreaid that day. 

By this Tarn Taylor was in's gear 

Whan that he heard the bell, 
He said he should make a' asteer, 

Whan he cam there hifnsel ; 
He gaed ta fight in sic {i feaf)- 

While to the ground he felt;* 
A wife that hat him. on the ear, 

Wi* a big knocking tncll, * 

Fell'd him that day. 



* Threw hhn on his back hy striking him on bis hows« i, 
houghs. . . • 

t Young fellows. 
t Gushed out. 
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When they had bterd like baited bUUsy 

.An' brain-wood* brynt in bails; 
They were as meek as ony muleSy 

That inangit are wi' mails;! * 
For bintness thae forfou^hten fools 

Fell down like slaughtered fails ;( 
Fresh men came in, an' hal'd the jdpols, 

An' dangs them down in dails,|| 
Bedeen that day. 

Whep a' was done, Dick wi' an aix' 

Cam forth to fell a fiddtr :1l^ . 
Qooth he, Where are yon hangit smsdka, 

That wad hae slain my brither ^ 
His wife bad him gae hame Qii> Glsdcks, 

An' sae did Meg his mither ; ' . 
He turn'd and gae them b<iith their paiks, 

For he durst ding naq ither, 

But them that dayi 



CANTO It** 

BUT there had been mairbkx>d an' skaitH, 
Sair hardship an' great sptilie,* ^ 

* Being distracted, or brain sick. 

t Wearied and gail'd with' their loading. 

t l^irff, that the coxintry people flea, for covering tb^ir houses. 

II In heaps, a great deal of them ; Bedeen, speedily. 

If Cut down a fiddir, or load of wood. 

** The king having painted jtfae r^istie squabble with an un* 
common spirh, in a most ludicrous mannev, in a stanza of verse* 
the most aiAcuJit to keep the sense complete, as he has done, 
witbout being forced to bring the words for crambo's sake* 
where they return so frequently : Ambitious to imitate so great 
an original, I put »stop to the war, called a congress, and made 
them sign a peace, that the world might have their picture in 
the more agreeable hours of drinkiqg, aanctng, and singing. 
The following Cantos were wrote, on&in ir>5, the other in iri8« 
about 300 years after the £rst. Let no worthy poet despair fif 
immprulity ; good sense will be always the same in spite of the 
revolution of words. 
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An* mony a anc had gotten his death 

By this unsonsy tooly ; 
But that the bauld guid-wife o' Braith> 

Arm'd wi* a great kail-gully, 
Came belly-flaught,* an' loot an aith, 
' She'd gar them a' be hoolyt 

Foo fast that day. 

BIyih to win afF sae wi* hale^ banes^ 

Tho' mony had clowr'd pows; 
An' dragl'd sae 'mang muck an' stanes, 

They look'd like wirykows ; 
Quoth some, wha 'maist had tint their aynds, 

Let's see how a' bowls rows,| 
An' quat their bruziement at anes ; 

Yon gully is nae mows, 

Forsooth this day. 

Quoth Hutchoi>,§ I am weel content^ 

I think we may dt> waur ; 
Till this time towmond I'se indent 

Our claiths o' dirt will sa'r. 
Wi* nevels I'm amaist fa'n faint, 

My chafts are dang n char ; 
Then took his bannet to the bent; 

An' daddit aff the glar. 

Fou clean that day. 

Tarn Taylor'rll wha in time o* battle 

Lay as gin some had fellM hini. 
Gat up now wi' an unco' mttle, 

As nane there durst a quell'd him ; 



* Came in great haste, as it were flying full upon them with 
her arms spread, as a falcon, with expanded wingi, comes sous- 
ing upon her prey. 

t Desist immediately. 

i A bowling-green phrase, commonly used when people would 
examine any affair that's a little ravelled. 

§ Vide Canto I. page 6. He's brave> and the first man for an 
honourable peace. 

II Vide Canto I. paf>^ 7. He's a coward, but would appear vs^ 
Hunt, when he finds the rest in peace. 
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Bauld B«s8 flew liil him wi* a brattle. 
An' spite o' his teeth held him 

Close by the craig, au' wi' her fatal 
Knife shored she wad geld hini) 
Fop peace that' day. 

Syne a' wi* ae consent shook handS) 

As they stuid in a ring ; 
Some redd their hair, some s^t their ba^ds. 

Some did their sark-tails wung ; 
Then for hap to shaw their brands, 

They did their minstrel bring, 
-Whare clever houghs like willi-wands, 
At ilka blythsome spring, 

Laj^ high that day. 

Claud Pecky was aae very bl^e^ 

He stood nae lang a-dreigh ; 
For by^tlie wame he gripped Kate, 

An! gar'd her gi'e a skreigh^ 
Haud air, quoth 8he» ye fiithy slate, 

YestinkoMeeks, O figh! 
Let gae mjr hands, I say, be quait » 

An wow gia she waa skei|^ 

Ad* luim that day. 

Kow settrd gos^s sat^ an' keen 

Did for fresh 'bickers birle ;* 
While the young swankies on the green 

Took round a merry tirlp ; 
Meg Wallet, wi* her pinky een, * 

Gart Lrawrie's heart-strings dirle ; 
An' fouk wad threep^ that ^ did green 

For what wad gar her skirle 

Ati* skreigh sotne day. 

The mvniy miller, haff an' haff,t 

Cam out io shaw guid will, 
Flang by his mittans an' hk staff, 

Cry'd, Gi'e me Paty's Mill; 

• Contributed for fresh bottles, 
t Half fttddled. 
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H^ lap bawk^hight,* an* cry'd, Haud affy 

They roosM blm that had skill ; ' 
He wad do't better, quath a cawffi 

Had he anither gill 

' 6* Usquebae. 

Furth started neist a pensy bl^e, 

An* out a maiden took, 
They aaid that h« was Falkland bred,t 

An' danced by the book ; 
A SQupietaylor tcn^his trade. 

Ad' whan their hands lie shook, 
Ga'e them what he got frae his dad, . 

Videlicet, the yuke. 

To claw that day. 

When a' cry'd out he. did sae wecl, 

He Me§ an' Bess did call up ; 
The lasses babb'd about the reel, 

Gar'd a' their hurdles wallop. 
An' swat like pownies whan they speel 

Up braes, or whan they gallop ; 
But a tbrawn knublock hit his heel. 

An' wives had him to haul up, 

Haff feU'd that day. 

But mony a pauky look an* tale 

Gaed round, whan glowming bous'd them,| 
The ho»Uer wife brought benn guid ale. 

An' bade the lasses rouse them ; , 
Up wi' them lads, an' I'se be bail 

They'll looe ye an' y^ touse them ; 
Quoth Gawssie, this will never fail 

Wi' them that this gate wooes. tliem, 
On sic a day. 



' * So high, as his liead could stf ike the loft, or joining of the 
couples. 

t Being a journeyman to the king's taylor, and had seen court 
dancing. 
i llrilight Iweoght them into the house. 
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Syne stools an* farms were^draWn.aside^ 

An' up raise Willy Dadle, 
A short bought man» but fou o' pride. 

He said the fiddler playM ill ; 
Let's bae the pipes, quoth he, beside ; 

Quoth a', That is nae said ill ; 
He fits the floor, syne uP the bride 

To Cuttymun* an' Treeladle, 

Thick, thick, that day. 

In the mean time in cam the laird, 

At)' by some right did claim 
To kiss an' dance wi' Mausie Aird,. 

A dink an' dorty dame ; 
But O poor Mause was aflT her guard. 

For back-gate frae her Wame, 
Beckitig, she loot a fearfu' raird, , 

That gart her think great shame, 
An' blush that day. 

Auld Steen led out Maggy Forsyth, 

He was her ain guid-brither; ~ 
An' ilka ane was unco biy th. 

To see auld fouk sae clever. 
Quoth Jock, wi'.laughing lik^ to rive, 

WJiat think ye o' my mither ? 
Were my dad dead, let me ne'er thrive 

But she wad get anitber 

Guidman this day. 

Tam Lutier had a muckle dish. 

And betwisht ilka turie. 
He laid his lugs in't like a fish. 

And suckt till it was done ; 
His bags were liqucr'd to his wish, 
His face was like a moon ;t 
- But he cou'd get nae place to pish 
In, but his ain twa shoon, 

For chrang that day. 

• A tune that goes very quick. 

t Round, full, and shining. When one is staring &li of drink, 
he's said to have a face like a full moon. 
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Th^ letter-gae q* haly rhime,* 
Sat up at the board4iead9 
* An' a' he said was thought a crime 
To contradict indeed ; 
For in dark lear be w&s right pritney 

An' could baith write an' read^t 
An* drank sae firm 'till ne'er a stynne 
He could keek on a beadf 

Or. book that day. 

Whan he was stcute, twa sturdy Chiel^) 

Be's oxter and be's coller, 
Held up frae cowfung o' the creelsf 

The liquid logic scholar. 
Whan he came hame, his wife did :reel) 

An* rampage in her chokr, 
Wi' that he brake the spinning- wheel. 

That cost a good rix dollar 

Ah' tnair, some say. 

Near bed-time now ilk weary wight 

Was gauming for his rest ; 
For some were like to tine their ^ifht, 

Wi' sleep an' drinking stress. 
But ithers that were iBtomach-tight, 

Cry'd out, It was nae best 
To leave a supper that was dight 

To brownies,!! or a ghaist, 
T6 eat or^y. 

• The reader or church preeenter, who lets go, i. «. gives out 
the tune to be sung by the rest of the congrega^oh. 

t A rarity in those days. ' ' ' > 

t Pray after the Roman Catholic manner, which was the reli- 
gion then in fashion. 

J From turning topsy turry. 

II M^ny whimsical stories are handed down tO «8 by old wo- 
men of these brownies ; they tell us, they were ^ kind of drudg- 
ing spirits, who appesffed in the shape.of rou^h men, wituld bav« 
lain familiarly by the fire all night, thireshedm the bam,.i>rought 
a midwife at a time, and done^many such kind olBces ; )>ut none 
of them have been seen ia Scotland aioce the jreforoMtioD, as 
aaith the wise John Brown. 

c 
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On whomelt tubs lay twaiang dailti 

On whilk atood mony a goan, 
Some fiird iri' brochan, some wi' kail 

And milk het free the loan. 
O' daintiths they had routh and walei 

O' which they were right fon ; . 
But naething wad gae down but ale 

Wi' drunken Donald Don 

Ti^ smitfai that day. 

Twa timea aught bannocks in a heap, 

An' twa good junts o* beef, 
Wi' hind an' fore sfMuls o' a sheep, 

Drew whiltles frae ilk sheath ; 
Wi' gravie a' their beards did dreep, 

They kempit wi* their teeth ; 
A kebbuck syne that 'maist cou'd creep 

Its lane pat on the sheaf,* « 

In Btous that day. 

The bride was now laid in her bed, 

Her left leg ho was Ht^g ;t . 
An' Geordie Gib was fidgen g)ad^ 
Because it hit Jsan Gunn ; 
, She was his jo, an' aft had sard, . 
Fy, Geordie, had your tongue, 
Ye's ne'er get me to be your bride $ 
But chang'd her mind whan bung, 
That very day, 

Te1iee,t quoth Touzie, whan she saw 

The cathel coming ben ; 
It pyping het gae'd round them a' ; 

The bride she made a fen. 
To sit in wylicoat sae braw. 

Upon hpr nether en' ; 

* A cheese lull of crawlipg mites crowned the feast. 

t The practice of throwing the bridegroom or the bride's 
stocking when they are going to bed, U well known; the persoa 
%ho it lights on is to be >next married of the company* 

t An interjeetion of laughter. 
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Her lad like ony cock did craw. 
That meets a clockin hen,* 

An* blyth were they. 

The souter, millery ftmith, an* Dicki 

Lawrie and Hutchon bauld. 
Carles that keep nae very strict 

Be hours, tho' they were auld ; 
Nor cou'd they e'er leave aff that trick ; . 

But whare good ale was saldf 
They drank a' night, e'en the' Auld Nick 

Shou'd tempt their wives to scald 
Them for*t niesi dey« 

Was ne'er in Scotland heard or seen 

Sic banqueting an' drlnkin, 
Sic ravelling and battles keetiy 

Sic dancing) an' sic jinkin. 
An' unco wark tha^^ ist e'en. 

Whan lasses wei'e hUP. winking 
They tost their feet a5* balth their etn. 

An? maidenheads gae'd linkin 
Aff a' that day. 



CA^TO IILf 

NOW frae east nook o, Fife J the dawn . 
Speel'd westllnes up the lift, 

• A hatching hen. ^.^ 

t Curious to know how my bridiLl folks would look next day 
after the marriage, I attempted the third Canto, which opens 
wttfcui li— nw|i»ian of the morniag ; then the friends come to pre- 
sent their gifts to the new married couple ; a view is taken of 
one girl (Kirsh), who had oome fairly off, and of Mause wha had 
stumbled with the laird ; next, a new scene of drinking is re- 
presented, and the young g^odraan is creel'd; then the charac- 
ter of the smith's ilUnatiired shrew is drawn, which leads in the 
description of riding the stang ; nest, Maggy Murdy has an ex- 
emplary character 7;of a good wise wife; deep drinking and 
bloodless quarrels make an end of an old tale. 

i Where day must break upon my compaiiy; if, as I have ob- 
served, the scene is at Lesley church. 
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Carles wha heard the cock had craw'n, 

Begoud to rax an' rifl^ 
An* greedy wiVoa wi' gtming tbmwn, 

Cry'd Lasses up to thrift ; 
Dogs bark'd) an* the lads frae haaid 

Bang'd to th^ir breefcs like drifli " 
Be break o' day., - 

But some wha had been fow* yestreen, . 

Sic a.s the letter-gae» 
Air upj had fiae will to be se«n» 

Gradgin their^groat to pay.* 
But what aft fristed'l^ no forgien^ 

Whan fouk has nought to say ; 
Yet sweer were, they to«rake their een,t 

Sic diary heads Had they, 

An' jiet that day# 

Be that time it was fair fpor days,! 

As fou's the hou&0 eou'd pang^, 
To see the yooi^ Unjk 'ere they nimf 

Gossips came in ding: dang, 
An' wi* a soss abbon the claiths,$ 

Ilk ane their gifts dpwn flang ; 
Twall toop-hbrn spoons idown Maggy lays, 

Baith-muckle mou'd an' lang, 
For kail or whey. 

Her aunt a pair o' tangs fush in, 

Right bald she spak ^n' spruce, 
« Gin your giildman shall mak a din, 

An' gabble like a ^oosej 
Shorin, whan fou, t6 skelp yeV skin. 

Their tangs may be o' use j 

* Payment of the^drurtfcen groat is very peremptorily demand- 
ed by the common people next morning ; but, if they frankly con- 
fess the debt due, they are passed fo> twopence. 

t Rub open their eyja. 

i Broad day-light. / 

§ they commoniv throw the gifts of hou sehold furniture above 
the bed-cloaths where the youB|^ folks are lying. 
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Lay them enlaag his^^iow dr shia» 
Wha wins syne may mak roose 
Between you twa/' 

Auld Bessy in her red coat braw^ 

Came wi' her ain be Nanny, 
An odd-like wife they said that saw, . 

A moupin runkled granny : 
She fley'd the kimmers ane an* a' 

Word gaed she was nae kanny ;* 
Nor wad tbcy let Lncky awa% 

Till she was fou wi* branny, v 

Like monytnae. 

Steen, fresh an' fastin, *mang the rest 

Cam in to get his morniiig, 
Speer*d gin the bride had taen th^ testif 

And how she lo'ed her corning ; 
She leugh as she had fun a nest, 

Said, Let a-bce ye*r scorning. 
Quoth Roger, Pegs I've doon my best^ 

To gi'er a charge o' horning,^ 

As weel*8 I may. ^ 

Kind Kirsh was there, fi kanty la^s^ 

Black cy'd, black haic'd, an' bonny ;. 
Right weel red Up an' jimp she was, 

An' woocrst had fu* mony i 
I wat na how it cam to pass, 

She cuttled in wi' Joni^ie, 
Ad' tumbling wi' hira on the grassi / 

Dang a* her cockernony 

A-jee that day. 

But Mause begrutten was an' bleer'd, 

Look'd thowless, dowf, an' sleepy; 
Auld Maggy kend the wyt, an' so^er'd, 

Ca'd her a poor daft heepy : 

* It waa reported she was a witcb.. 

. f I do'not; mean an oath of that niame we all have heard pf. 
I Is a writ charging to make payment, declarinj^ the debtor a 
rebel N. B. It may be left in the lock bole, if the door be shut. 
C a 
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^ It's a wUe wife that ken» h^r weird, 

What tho' yc mount the creepy ;* 
There a good lesson may be lear'd^ 

An' what the waur will ye be ' 

To stand a vday^ 

^ Or bairns can read they fixst maun speU^ 

I learn'd this frae my mammy) 
An' coost a legen girth roysel^f 

Lang or I married Tammy ; 
I'se warrand ye bae a' heard teU^ 

O* bonny Andrew Lignmyi 
Stiffly in loove wi' me he feU, 

As soon as e'er he saw me ; 

T*at was a day." 

Het drink> fresh t»utter*d caiks, an' cheese, 

That held their hearts aboon, 
Wi' dashes, mingled aft wP lies, 

Drave aff the hale foteiioon ; 
But after dinner, an* yc please, 

To weary not o'er ^oon, - 

We down to e'eniog jedgc wi' ease 

Shall loup, an' see what's done 
I' the doup o' day. 

Now what the friends, wad fain been at, 

They that were right true blue ; 
Was e'en IQ get their wysons wat, . 

An' fill young Roger fou ;J 
But the bauld billy took his maut, 

An' was right stiff to bow ; 
He fairly ga'e them tit for Ut, 

An' scour'd aff healths ahew, 

Clean out that day.. 

A creel$ bout fbu o' muekle stanes, 
They clinked )(»n his back, 

, ♦ The stool of repentasce. . 

f Like a tub that loses one of its bottom faoppi. 
t 'Tis a cuttom for the friends to endeavour, the next day af* 
ter the wedding, to make the new married man as drunk as pos- 
sible. 

f For merriment, a eieel or basket is bduird full of stonev, < 
. upon his back ; and if he has aeted a manly part, bis young wife. 
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To try the pith 6*8 rigg an' reina, 

They gart hitn cadge his^^ck. 
Now as a sign he had tuen pajint^ 

His young wife was nae sfack^ 
To rin an' ease his shouther-banesy 

An^ sneg'd the raips fu' snack* 

^Wi' her knife that day. 

Syne the biyth CarleU, tooth an' naS, 

Fell keenly to the wark I 
To ease the gantrees.o' thoale^ 

An' try wha was maist stark ; 
Till booi^ an' fipor, an' a' did sail 

Wi' spilt ale i' the dark; 
Gart Jock's fit slide) he, like a &i)| 

I'lay'd dad, an' dang | he hark 

Aff^sshin thatday« 

The souter,* miller, smith, an' Dick, 

Et-cetVa, closs sat cockio, 
Till waisted was baiih cash an' tick) 

Sae ill they were to slacken i' ■ 
Gane out to pish in gutters tbick. 

Some fell, an*^ some gade vockin, 
Sawney hang sneering on hn stick) 

To see bauld Hutchon bockin 

Rainbows that day. 

The smith's wife her black deary sought) 

An' fand him skin an' birn |t 
Quoth she, << This day Mark's be dear bought;" 

He b^nn'd an' g^a'e a girU) 
Ca'd her a jad, an' said she mucht 

Gae hame an' scum her kirn ; - ^ 

^ Whtsh't ladren ! for gin ye s&e ought 

Mair, Tse wind ye a pirn4 ' 

To reel some day. 

^ith all im^inable speed cuts the cord, and relieves him from 
his burden ; if she does not, he is rallied for a Ambler. 

• VidiBp.15. 

f The. marks of a shee{^ : the bum on th^ npse, and the tar 
on the sheep : t. e. She was^re it was him, with all the marks 
of her drunken husband about him. 

t la a threatening expression, when one designs to contrire 
some malicioua thing to vex you. 
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« Ye'll wind a pirn ! ye silly snooly 

Wae worth ye'r drunket) saul," 
Quoth she, an' lap out o'era stooly 

An' claught him by the spauU 
He shook her, an* sware ^ Muckle doo% 

Ye'se thole for this, ye scauU 
I'se rive frae aff youf hips thfe hool, 

An* learn ye to be haul 

0& sic a day.'* 

" Yc'r tippanizing;, scant p* grace," 

Quoth she, '' gars me gang duddy ; 
Our nihour Pate sin break o' day's 

Be£n thumpin at.his studdy ; 
An' it be true that spme^ fpuk says, 

Ye'll girn yet in a woody i" 
Syne wi' her nails slie rave his face, 

Made a' his black baird bloody 

Wi' scarts that day. 

A gilpy that had seen the faught, 

I wat he was nae lang, . 
Till he had gathered seven or aught 

Wild hempies sto^t an' Strang; 
They frae a barn a kaber.raught} 

Ane mounted wi' a bang, 
Betwish't twa's shouldei^ an' sat straught 

Upon't, ah' ralfie the stang* 

On her thai day. 

The wives an* gytlings a' spawn'd out 
O'er middings, an'^b^er dykes, 

W^i' mony an unco skirl an* shout, 
Like bumbeesfrae their bykes; ' . 

Thfo' thick an' thin, they scour'd about. 
Plashing thro* dubs an' sykes, 



* The riding of the stang on a womtn that faath beat her bus - 
band, is, as I have described it, by one's riding upon a sting, or 
long piece of wood, earned by two others on their shoulders, 
where, like a herald, he proclaims the Woman's name, and the 
manner of her unnatural actton. 



ON THE GREEN. 21 

An' sic a reird ran thro' the rout, 
Gart a' the hale town tykes 

Yamph loud that day. 

But d'ye see, fu' better bred 

Was mensfu' Maggy Murdy, 
She her man like a lanimy led 

Hame we a weel-wail'd wordy. 
Fast frae the company he fled. 

As he had taen the sturdy ;* 
She fieech'd him fairly to his bed, 

Wi' ca'ing him her burdy, 

Kindly that di^: 

But Lawrie he took out his nap 

Upon a mow o' pease ; 
And Robin spew'd in 's aih wife's lap; 

He said it gae him ea^e ; 
Hutchon wi' a three-lugged eap. 

His head bizzin wi' bees, 
Hit Geordy a mislushios rap, 

An' brak the brig o's neese 

Right sair that day. 

Syne ilka thing gae'd arse o'er head, 

Chanlers, boord, stools, an' stowps, 
Flew thro' the house wi' muckle speed, 

An' there was little hopes. 
But there had been some ill-dohe deed. 

They gat sic thrawart cowps ; 
But a' the skaith that ekjanc'd indeed, 

Was only on their, dowps, 

WiWawB that day. 

Sae whiles they toolied, whiles they drank, 

'Till a' their sense was smoor'd ; 
And in their maws there was nae manky 

Upon the furms some snoor'd ; 
Ithers frae afT the btnikcrs aai»k, 

Wi* een like coilops scor'd ; 

* A disease among sheep, that ipakes them giddy, and ran off 
from the rest of the herd. 



22 CHRISTY KIRK, fcc. 

Some ramM their noddles wi' a clank, 
£*en like a thick scull'd lord, 

On posts that dajr. 

The youhg guidnoan to bed did clim, 

His dear the door did lock in ; 
Crap down beyont him, and the rim 

O^er wame he clapt his dock on. ^ 
She fand herla^ wasjiot in trim. 

An' be this same good token, 
That ilka memberj lith an' Urn, 

Was souple like a doken, 

'JJout himth^tday.* 

* Notwithstanding all this my public-spirited pains, t am well 
aisured there are a few heavy heads, who will bring down the 
thick of their cheeks to the sides of their mouths, and richly 
stupid, allege there's some things in it have a meaning. WdK* 
I own it ; and t|iink it handsomer in a few lines to say some- 
thing, than talk a great deal and mean nothing. Pray, is there 
'»ny thfng Titious or unbecoming in saying, " Men's liths md 
limbs ye souple whm intoxicSited ?" Does it not show, that ex- 
cessive drinking enervates and unhiiiges a man^ conatitution, 
and makes him incapable of performing divine or natural do* 
ties.-— There is the moral. And believe me, I could ^aise many- 
useful notes from every character, which the ingenious will pre- 
sently find out. 

** Great wits sometimes may gloriously offehd^ 
And rise to faults true critics dare not mend; 
From vulgar bounds with brave disorder part, • . 
And snatch a^race beyond the reach of art." fops. 

Thus have I pursued tiiese comical characters, having gentle- 
man's health and pleasure^ and the good manners of the vulgar 
in view : The main design of comedjNfeeing to represent the fol- 
lies and mistakes of low life in a just light, making them appear 
as ridiculous as they really are, that each who is a spectator may 
avoid being the object of laughter. Any body that has a mind 
to look sour upon it may use their freedom. 

** Not laugh, beasts, fishes, fowls, nor reptiles can : 
Tliat*s a pfeci4;AiLhaDim\esa.af j 



^Wtien govern'd with a prudent cheerful grace, 
me of the first beauties of the face.'* 



'Tis one ( 
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THE MONK AND MILLER'S WIFE: 

A TALE, 

NOW lend your lugs, ye benders fine> 
Wba ken the benefit o' wine ; 
An' you wha laughingi scud brown ale, 
Lea?e jinks a wee,, an' bear a tale. 

' An honest miller wonMin Fife, 
That had ^ young an* wanton wife^ 
Wha sometimes thol'd the parish-priest 
To mak her man a twa-horn'd beast : 
He paid right mony ?isits till her, 
An' to keep in wi' Hab the miller, 
Endeavour'd aft to niak hini happy, 
Where'er he kent the ale was nappy. 
Sic condescension in a pastor, 
Knit Halbert's love to him the faster ; 
An by his converse, troth 'tis true, 
Hab letrnM to preach when he was fou. 
Thus all the three were wonder pleas'd, 
The wife weel serv'd, the mart weel easM. 
This ground his corns, an' that did cherish 
Himself wi' dining round the parish. 
Bess, the guid-wifb, thought it nae skaith. 
Since she was fit to serve them baith. 

When equal is tbe night an^ day, 
An' Ceres gies the schools the play, 
A youth, sprung frae a gentler ftater^ 
Bred at Saint Andrew's alma-mat er^ 
Ae day gaun hameward, it fell late, 
An* him benighted by the gate : 
To lye without, pit-mirk did shore him» 
He couldna see his thumb before him ; 
But, clack— clack-^clack, he heard a mill, 
Whilk led him by the lugs theretill. 
To tak the thread of tale alang. 
This mill to Halbert did belang; 
Not less this note your notice claims. 
The scholar's name was master James. 
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NoWf smiling muse, the prelude past. 
Smoothly relate, a tale shall last 
As lang as Alps, an^ Grampian hills, 
As lang as wind or water-mills. 

lo entered James, Hab saw an' kend him. 
An* offer'd kindly to befriend him 
Wi' sic guid cheer as he cou'd make 
Baith for his ain an' father's sake. 
The scholar thought himself right sped, 
An' gae him thanks in terms weel bred. 
Quoth Hab, I canna leave my mill 
As yet;— but step ye west the kill 
A bow-shot, s^' ye'll find my name ; 
Gae warm ye, an* crack wi* our dame, 
'Till I set aff the mill, syne we 
Shall tak what Bessy has to gie* 
JameSy in return, what's handsome said. 
O'er lang to tell ; an' aff he gade. 
Out o' the house some light did shine, 
Whilk led him till't as wi' a line ; 
Arriv'd, he knock'd, for doors were steekit; 
Straight through a window Bessy keekit. 
An* cries, " Wha's that gi'fes fowk a fright 
At sic untimous time o^ night ?" 
James wi* guid humour maist discreetly, 
Tauld her his circumstance completely. 
" I dinna ken ye," quoth the wife, 
" An' up an' down the thieves are rife ; 
Within my lane, I'm but a woman, 
Sae I'll unbar my door to nae man ; 
But since 'tis very like, my dow, 
That a' ye're telling m^y be true, 
Hae, there's a key, gang in your way 
At the neist door there's braw ait strae; 
Streek down upon't, my lad, an' learn 
They're no ill lodg'd that get a barn." . 
Thus, after meikle clitter clatter, 
James fand he coudna mend the matter; 
An' since it might nae better b^, , 
Wi' resignation to<^ the key, 
Unlock't the barn— clam up the mou, 
Where was an opening near the hou. 
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Through whitk feiC. saw a glent o' light) 
Thai gae diversion to his sight : 
By this he quickly could discera 
A thin wa' sep'rate house an* bam, 
An' thro' this rive i*as i' the wa', , 
A' done within the house he saw ; 
He saw (what ought not to be seen. 
An' scarce gae credit to his cen) 
The parish priest of reverend. famfe 
In active courtship with the dame--> 
To lengthen out description here, 
Wad but offend the modest car, 
An' beet the lewder's youthfu' flame 
That we by satire strive to tame. 
Suppose the wicked action o'er, 
An' James continuing still to gh>wr ; 
Wha saw the wife as fast as able, 
Spread a clean servite on the t^ble, 
^n' syne, frae the. ha' ingle, bring ben 
A pyping het young roasted heh, 
An' twa guid bottles stout an' clear, 
Ane o' strong ale, an,' aue o' beer. 

But wicked luck, just as the priest, 
Shot in his fork in chucky's breast, 
Th' unwelcome miller gae a roar, 
Cry'd, « Bessy haste ye ope the door."— 
Wi' that the haly letchcr fled, . 
An' darn'd himsel behint a bed ; 
While Bessy huddl'-d a' things by, 
That nought the cuckold might espy ; 
Syne loot him in,- but out of tune, 
Speer'd why he left the mill sae soon : 
" I come," said ke, •* as manners claims, 
To crack an' wait on Master James, , 
Wl»ilk I shou'd do, tho' ne'er sae bizzy ; 
I sent him here, guldwiie, where is he ?" 
<* Ye sent him here (quoth Bessy, grumbling), 
Kend I thi^ James ? A chiel cam rombling ; 
But how was I assur*d, when dark. 
That be had been nae thievish spark. 
Or some rude wencher gotten a dose, 
That a weak wife cou'd ill oppose ?" 
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" Avf what cam o* him I speak nae langer,?^ 
Cries Halbert, in a Highland anger. 
*< I sent him to the barn/' quoth she : 
** Oae quickly bring him in," quoth he. 

James was brought in— the wife was bawked-^ 
The priest stood close— the miller cracked*^ 
Then ask'd his sunkan gloomy spouse> 
What supper had she in the house, 
That might be suiuble to gie 
Ane o* their lodger's qualitie ^ 
Quoth she, <^ Ye may weel ken guidman, 
Your feast comes frae the pottage-pan ; 
The stov'd an* roasted we afford, 
Are aft great strangers on our board." 
« Pottage," quoth Hab, « ye senseless tawpie ! 
Think ye this youth's a gilly-gawpie ? 
An' that his gentle stamock's master 
To worry up a pint o' plaster ? 
Like our mill-knaves that lift the laiding, 
Whase kytes can rax out like raw plaiding. 
Swith roast a hen^ or fry some chickens. 
An* send for ale frae Ma^gy Pickens.'^ 
« Hout I," quoth she, " ye may weel ken, 
'Tis ill brought butt that's na there ben ; 
When but last owk, nae farder gane, 
The laird gat a' to pay his kain/' 

Then James, wha had as guid a guess 
O' what was in the house, as Bess, 
Wi' pawky smile, this pica to end. 
To please himsel an' ease his friend^ 
First open'd wi' a slee oration, 
His wond'rous skill in conjuration. 
Said he, «' i3y this fell art I'm able 
To whop aff ony great man's table 
Whate'er I like to mak a mail of, 
Either in part or yet the hail of,— - 
An' if ye please I'll shaw my art." — 
Cries Halbcrt, " Faith wi' a' my heart!" 
Bess fain»d hersel,— -cry'd, " Lord be here i**^ 
An* near-hand fell a swoon for fear. 
James leugh, an' bade her naithing dread, 
Syne to his conj'ring went wi* speed i 



POEMS. * 

Ao* first he draws a circle rcMund, 

Then utters mony a magic sound 

O' words part Latin, Gre6k, an' Dutch) 

Enow to fright a very witch ; 

That done, he says, « Now, now 'tis come. 

An' in the boal beside the ham ; . 

Now set the board ; guid-wife, gae beB> 

Bring frae yon boal a roasted hen." 

She wadna gang, hut Habbj ventur'd ; 

An' soon as he the-ambfle enter'd, 

It smell'd sae weel he short time sought it) 

An' wond'ring, 'tween his hands he brought it* 

He view'd it round, an' thrice he smelt it> 

Syne wl' a gentle touch lie felt it. 

Thus ilka sense he did conveen. 

Lest glamour had beguiled his een; 

They all in an united body, 

Declar'd it a fine fat how towdy. 

<* Nae mair about it," quoth the miller, 

^ The fowl looks weel, an! we'll fa' till her." 

** Sae be't," says James ; an- in a doup, 

They snapt her up baith stoup «n' roup. 

<< Neist, O !" cries Halbert, ^ cou'd your skiU 
But kelp us to a waught o' ale, 
I*d be oblig'd t' ye a' my life, 
An' offer to the deil my wife, ^ 
To see II he'll discffeeter mak her, 
But that I'm fleed he winna taik her." 
Said Jaines ; ** Te offer Tery ^ir^ 
The bargain's kadden, aae Aae^ mair." 

Then thrice he shook a wUlow-wand, 
Wi' kittle words thrice gae command : 
That done, wi' look baith leam'd an' grave, 
Said, >< Naw ye'll get what ye wad have; 
Twa bottles o' as nappy liquer 
As ever ream'd in korn or. bicker, 
Behind the ark that hands your meal, 
Ye*ll find them standing corkit weeU' 
He said, an^ fast the miller flew, 
An' frae their nest the Wtles drew; 
Then first the scholar's health he toasted, 
Whase art had gaU him feed on roasted; 
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His fetlher's neist,— -— an* a' the rest 
A' his g^uid friends that he wish'd best, 
Which were o'er langsome at the time. 
In a short tale to put in rhyme. 

Thus, while the miller an' the youth 
Were blythly sleekening o* their drowth, 
Bess, fretting, searGely held frae greeting. 
The priest inclos'd, stood vex'd an' sweating. 

** O wow !" said Hab, " if ane might spear, 
Dear Master James, wha brought our chear ? 
Sic laits appear to us sae awfu'. 
We hardly think your' learning lawfu'." , 
" To bring your doubts to ^ concluwm," 
Says James, " ken I'm a Rbsicrqcian ; 
Ane o' the set that never carries 
On trafi^ wi' black deils or fairies; 
There's mony a sp'rit that's no a d(^, 
That constantly around us wheeL 
There was a sage calFd Albumazor, 
Whase wit was gleg as ony razor : 
Frae this great man we learn'd the^skiU 
To bring these gentry to our will'; 
An' they appear, when we've a mii^y 
In ony shape o' human kind : 
Now, if you'll drap your foc4ish leary 
I'll gar my Pacolet appear." 
Hab fidg'd an' leugh, his elbuek clewy 
Baith fear'd, an' fond a sp'cit to isiew ; 
At last his murage won the day, 
He to the scholar^s will gae way. 

Bessy by this began to smeU 
A rat, but kept her mind to'r sell ; 
She pray'd like howdy in her drink, 
But mean time tlpt ypnng James a wink« 
James frae his eye an answer sent, 
Which made the wife right weel content > 
Then tum'd to Hab, an' thus AdYis'd, 
*^ Whate'er you se6, be nought surprised. 
Bat for your saul move not your tnngve t 
An' ready stand wi* a great rung) 
Syne as the sp'rit ganga marclii^ ont^ 
Be sure you lend hsm a food soond JKmt ; 



I bidna thift by way o' mocking, 

For nought delytes him mair thah knocking.'^ 

Hab got 8 kent-— stood by the hallan, 
An' straight the wild mischievous Callan 
Cries, << Raiiamanthus Hiisky Mingo, 
Monk, Horner, Hipock, Jinko, Jingo, 
Appear in likeness of a Priest, 
Not like a deil or twa horned beast, 
Wi' gaping chafte to fleg us a' ; 
Wauk forth, the door stands tot lie' wa*." > 

Thea frae the hole where he was pent. 
The priest approach'd'tight weel content} 
Wi' silont pace siradt o'er the floor, 
'Till he was drawing near the door, * 
Then to escape the cudgel ran. 
But wasna miss'd by the guid^^an, 
Wha lant him on the neck a lounder, 
That gart him o'er the threshold founder* 
Darkness Qoon hid him frae their sight, 
Ben fi«w the miller in a fright ; 
<i I iCDW, QUQthJie, I laid M^eel on s 
But, WOW T he's like our ain BJea^i Ji>ii9i|" ^ ^"^ ~^ 
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BBBICATIOK. 

TO THB 

TENANTRY OF SCOTLAND, 

FAEMEBS OK THE I>ALEft| AKB ST0A£MAST£K8 OT 
TBS ItlLLft. 

THE following hoard of tViai Saytnggy and ob$€ir- 
vations of our forefftthers) which have been gathering 
through monx bygane ages^ I have collected with great 
care, and restored to their proper senae^ wUch had beea 
frequently tint by publishers that did not Uifderatatid our 
landwart language, particularly a late large bookrt>f thenif 
fou of errors, in a stile neither Scota nor JRnglUh, Hav- 
ing set them to rights, 1 could not thbk them better 
bestowed than to dedicate them to yoU) wha best ken 
their tneaningy moral use) pithy atid beautyi Somp 
ftmtng the gentle vul|iiff thftt ure mair nim than wi^i^ 
may atartle at the bralaneiii or (m tbey n»me Iti) course 
expressions. But that it not worth our tenting ; a bra\(» 
man can be €i» m0ritorious in hodden-gray as in velvet. 

As nathing helps our happiness mair than to hae the 
jnind made up with right principles, I desire you, for 
the thriving and pleasure of you and yours, to use your 
een, and lend your lugs to these guid auld saya^ that 
shine with wail'd senae^ and will as lang as the warld 
wags. Gar your bairns get them by heart; let them hae 
a place amang your family-books ; and may never a win- 
dow sole through the country be without them. On a 
spare hour, when the day is clear, behind a ruck, or on 
the green howm, draw the treasure frae your pouch, and 
enjoy the pleasant companion. Ye happy herds, while 
your hirdsels are feeding on the flow'ry braes, you 
may eithly mak yoursells masters of the hale ware. 
How usefou will it prove to you, (wha hae sae few 
opportunities of common clattering) when you forga- 
ther with your friends at kirk or market, banquet or 
bridal I By your proficiency^ you'll be able> in the pro** 
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Yerbial way^ to k^ep up the sauI of a conversation^ t||at 
is baith blyth and usefou. 

Since dedicators scantly deserve that name, when they 
dinna gar the praises of their patrons flow freely through 
their propine, I should be reckoned ane of little bavins^ 
to be jum in that article, when I hae sic guid ground to 
work upon, and leal verity to keep me frae being thought 
a fleecher; wherefore, since lacking breeds laziness^ and 
firaises dreed pithy I scruple not to tell you, that you are 
the props of the nation's profit. It is you that are the 
store-keepers of Heaven's bountiths. Frae your barns and 
byres we enjoy the necessaries of life ; ye not only nour- 
ish yoursells^but a' the idle and insignificant; ye are the 
bees that mak the honey, that mony a drcme licks mair 
of than ye do. How nither'd and hungry wad the gentle 
board look without the product of your rigs and faulds? 
How toom wad the landlord's coffers be, if he didna rug 
his rent frae the plough-gang and the green swardl 
How naked wad we a' be obliged to skelp without your 
lintsheaf and woo pack ? And alake ! how sair wad it har- 
den the braw lad and bonny lass's saft loofs, were they 
obliged to labour for their ain meat and claiths ? Ye take 
the burden aff their backs, by laying ilka thing to their 
hand tike a peeVd egg^ while they, without toil, reap the 
bennisons of your care. 

I could rin on with a thousand articles to your cot»» 
mendation, were they not clear to ilka ane whase saul is 
not sand-blind or purfied with pride. Wherefore, since 
I am sure that a' whase regard is praise, respect you, I 
sliall conclude with wishing you the happy seea-time and 
blyth kirn, the plenty fou increase of your nowi and sheep* 
laiden rigs and crowded heights, generous and kindly 
lairds, and rowth to pay their rents ; peace and love V\ 
your families, with a numerous, bonny, and stout afif- 
spring to succeed yoursells, with o'ercome to serve their 
king and country, by sea and land, with the spirit of their 
bauld forbears, wha never fail'd to prove as a brazen dike, 
in defence of their nation's independent honours and an- 
cient renown. 

I am, Men and Brethren, Your affectionate Friend, 
And humble Servant, 

ALLAN RAMSAY. 

Edinbubgh, Oct, 15, 1736. ' 
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CHAP. L 

A BEGUN turn is hauf ended. 

A blate cat mak's a proud mouse. 

A blyth heart mak's a blooming look. 

A bonny bride is soon buskit. 

Abundance of law breaks nae Jaw. 

A brav w4iore is like a dirty house with a cleap door.- 

A bread house never skail'd. 

A cock's ay crquse on his ain midden head. 

A daft nurse mak's a wise wean. 

A dog winna yowl if ye fell him wi' a banc* 

A dog's life, muckie ease muckle hunger- 

A drink is shorter than a tale. 

A dry summer ne'er made a dear peck» 

A duck winna dable ay in ae hole. 

A dumb man wins nae law. 

Ae bird in the hand is worth ten fi^eing; 

Ae foot in a bawdy house, and anither in a hospital 

A fool may win money, but it tak^a wise man to keep itr 

Ae guid turn deserves anither. 

Ae hauf o' the warld kens na how the ither hauf lire;.^, 

Ae hand winna wash the ither for nought. 

Ae hour's cauld will suck out seven yeats h^at. 

Ae man may lead a horse to the water, but fo«»r.aiul 

twenty winna gar him drink. 
Ae man's meat is anither man's poison. 
Ae swallow maks nae simmer. 
Ae scabbed sheep will smit the hale hirdsel. 
Ae hour in the morning is wprth twa in %\^ afternoon*.. 
A fair maiden toeherless will get n^iae wooers thftn httSK 

bands. 
A fidging mare shou'd be i^eel girdedv 
A fool and his money is aoou parted. 
A fool may gi'e a wise t9s» » c0uQ8«kr , ., . .-. : \\ 

A % 
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A friend in court is worth a penny in purser 

A friend in need's a friend indeed. 

Aft counting keeps friends lang thegithet. 

Aft times the cautioner pays the debt. 

After a storm comes a ca'm. 

A fou man an' a hungry horse ay mak haste ham^ 

A fou purse never lacks friends. 

A rough bane maks a fou wame. 

A fou wame maks a stiff back. 

A black hen lays a white egg. , 
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A GFEN horse shouM na be lookt in the mouthv 

A guid beginning maks a guid ending. 

A guid cow may ha'e an ill cauf. 

A guid ingle maks a roomy fire-side-. 

A guid word is as soon said as an ill. 

A guid tale is no the waur to be twice tauld. 

A guid name is sooner tint than won^ 

A guid fellow is a ei^stly name. 

A great cry an' little woo^ quoth the deily when he cli]^ 

pet the sow. 
A faandfou o' trade is worth a goupen o^* gowd. 
A hungry man smells meat far. 
A hungry louse bitea sair. 
A hungry man^s ay angry. 
A lass that has mony wooers ift waib the warst. 
Ak-sellers shou'd na be tale-tellers. 
A liar shou'd ha'e a guid memory. 
Alike ilka day maks a clout on Sunday^ 
A light purse maks a heavy heart. 
. fa' for nli} 
A^ things helpi quoth the wren when she pish*d in tfike 

sea. 
A^a no gowd that glitters. 
A' the truth should ha be tauld. 
A' the corn's no shorn by kempers* 
A* cats are grey i*^ the dark. 

A'b fish that comes i' the net. • «• . 

A' §t«w^ria art j|o aib )o ^ king^ ^ 



€COTS PllO VERBS. f 

A*s wcel that cnJis wecl. 

A' things are guid untry'd. 

A man's mind is a mirk mirrour. 

A man's ay crouse on his ain cause. 

A man canna bear a' his kin on his back. 

A man of many trades may beg his bread on Sunday- 

A man at five may be a fool at fifteen. 

A man may see his friend in need> that winna see his 

pow bleed. 
A man may woo where he wilU hut maun wed where hij^ 

wierd is. 
A man may be kind an* gi'e little q' his gear. 
A man o' words, an* riot o* deeds, rs like a garden fbu ft* 

weeds. 
A man is wcel or wae, as he thinks himsel sae. 
A man has nae mair guids than he gets guid o'. 
A misty morning may be a clear day. 
A mouthfu' o' meat may be a townfu' o' sham&». 
A mufBed cat was ne'er guid hunter. 



CHAP. III. 

AN auld mason maks a guid barrow-matt* 

An auM dog biies sicker. 

An ill shearer never gat a guid heuk. 

An ill willy cow shou'd hae short horns. 

Aa ill cow may hae a guid cauf. 

An ill plea shou'd be weel plead. 

An ill lesson is soon lear'd. 

An ill wife, an' a new kindled candte, shou'd hae their 

heads hadden down. 
An ill turn is soon done. 
An ill servant ne'er proved a guid master. 
An ill life maks an ill end. 

A kiss and a drink of water is but a wersh breakfast* 
An elite mother makes a swear daughter. 
An ounce of mother-wit is worth a pound of clergy, 
Ane o' the court, but nane o*the counsel. 
Ane never tines by doing guid. 
Ance a whore an* ay a whore. 
Ane may lo'e the kirk weel epcpg:h, yet not be ay ridiiig 

oa the rigging^o'U 
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Ane may looe a haggis that wadna ha'e the bag bladed 

in his teeth. 
Ane is no sae soon heard as hurt. 
Ane gets sma' thanks for tinifig his ain. 
Ane will gar a hundred lie. 
A new besom soops clean. 
A nod of honest men is eneugh. 



' CHAP. IV- 

'APRIL showers bring May flowers* 
A psrty-pot never plays even. 
A pound of care winna pay an ounce of debt. 
A ragged colt may prove a guid gelding. 
A reeky house, an* a glming wife, will mak a manr a 

iasheous life. 
A rowing stane gathers nae fog. 
A Scots mist will weet an Englishman to the skih» 
As a carle riches he wretches. 
As broken a ship has come to land 
As brisk as bcHtled ale. 
As fu' o' mischief as an egg's fou o^ meat. 
As guid may had the stirrup as he that loups on. 
As guid a fellow as ever toomM a bicker. 
As guid merchants tine as win. 
As lang lives the merry man as the sad. 
Aslang as ye serve the tod ye maun bear up his taii 
As tired as a tike is of lang kail. 
As the sow fills the draff sours. 
As the auld cock craws the young cock learnsl 
As the wind blaws seek your bield. 
As the fool thinks the bell clinks. 
As wanton as a wet hen. 
As ye do yoursel ye judge your neiboura^ 
As ye mak your bed sae ye maun ly down* 
A safe conscience maks a sound sleep. 
A sjllerless man gangs fast thro' the market, 
A silly man will be slily dealt wi'. . 
A sinking master maks a& a rising man» 
. A sorrow&i! hearths ay dry. 
As ye brew weel ye'II drink the better* 
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CHAP. V. 

AT open doors dogs gae benn. 

A tale-teller is waur than a thied 

A -tarrowing bairn was never fat« 

A taking hand will neyer want. 

A tale never tines in the telling. 

A thread will tye an honest man better than a rape wills^ 

knave. 
A tocherless dame sits lang at hiAne. 
A toolying tike comes limping bame. 
A toom purse maks a startling merchant. 
A toom pantry maks a thriftless guidwife* 
A turn weel done is soon done. ^ 
A twapenny cat may look at a king* 
A wee bosh is better than nae bieick 
A wee mouse can creep under a great corn stack. 
A wee house weel fillM, a wee piece land Well tili'd^ 9^ wee 

wife weel will'd, will make a happy man. 
A wee house has a wide mouth. 
A wee spark maks niuckle wark. 
A wee thing puts your baird in a bleeze. 
A wee thing fleys cowards. 
A wight man never wanted a weapon. 
A wife is wise eneugh that kens her guidman^s breeks 

frae her ain kirtle. 
A wilfu* man never wanted wae. 
A wilfu' man shouM be unco wise. 
Auld men are twice bairns. 
Auld sparrows are ill to tame. 
Auld springs gi^ nae price. 
A yeld sow was never guid to gricest 



CHAP. VL 

BARE backs mak brunt shins. 
Bare gentry bra^gand beggars. 
Bastard brood are ay proud. 

But tell your servant your secret an* ye mak him yot;r 
masten. 
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Be a friend to your sell an* others will. 

Be lang sick that ye mnj be soon iiale« 

Be ay the same thing you wad be caM. 

Bear wealth weel, poorttth wiH bear it sell. 

Beggars shou'd na be choosers. 

Before you choose a friend eat a peck o' saut m* him. 

Better a bit i' the morning than &8t a' day. 

Better a clout in than a hole out. 

Belter a dei'l than a daw. 

Better a dog fawn on you than bark at you. ^ 

Better a finger aff than ay wagging. 

Better a sair fae than a fause friend. 

Better a toom house than an ill tenant. 

Better a wee ingle to warm you than a muckle fire to 

burn you. 
Better auld debts than auld sairs. 
Better be blyth wi' little than sad wi' naitbing^ 
Better be envied than pitied. 
Better be alane than in ill company. 
Bettei; be idle than Ul employed. 
Better be out o' the ward than out o' the faibWll* 
Better belly burst than guid meat apUl* 
Better buy thai> borrowt 
Better day the better deed. 
Better flatter a fool than fight wi* binu 
Better find iron than tine siller. 
Better gi'e the slight than tak it. 
Better guid weel than work sair. 
Better baud by a hair than draw wi* a tether. 
Better baud wi* the hound than rin wi' a bare, 
Beter hauf egg than.toom,doup. 
Better keep the de'il without the door than drive him 

out o* the house. 



CHAR VII. 

BETTER keep weel than mak weel. 
Better lang something than soon naithing. 
Better late thrive than ne'er do weel. 
3ettcr leave to my faes than beg frae my friends. 
Better mybairns seek frae me than I beg frae .them* 
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Better me sit ^ban rue flit. 

Better short an sweet than lang and lax. 

Better sit idle than work for nought. 

Better skaith savM than mend3 made* 

Better sroa fish than nae fish. 

Better spared than ill spent. 

Better the ill ken'd than the gutd unkenM. 

Better the bead o* the commons than the tail o^ ibe gen* 

try. 
Better the end of a feast than the begimiing of a fray. 
Better thole a grumph than a smnph. 
Better to hand than draw. 
Better twa skaiths than ae sorrow. 
Better unborn than untaught. 

Better wade back mid-water than gae forward and drown« 
Better wait on the cook than the doctor. 
Better wear shoon than sheets. 
Between three and thirteen thraw the wand when it 14 

green. 
Between the deil and the deep sea. 
Between twa stools the backside fa*s through. 
Birds of a feather flock thegither. 
Biting and scarting is Scbtch fouk's wooing. 
Black arsC) quoth the pot to the caudron. 
Blind men should na be judges o* colours. 
Bluid's thicker than water. 
Brunt bairns the fire dreads. 
Butter and bum trouts are kittle meat 'for- maidens. 
Buy a thief frae the gallows and he^ll help to hang you. 
By chance a cripple may grip a hare. 



CHAP. vra. 

CADGERS have ay a mind4>f lade saddles. 

Can do is eithly bom about. 

Careless fouk are ay cumbersome. 

-Cast a cat o'er the house rigging 'twill fa' on it's feet. 

Cast a bane in the deil's teeth. 

Changes are light^me. 

Charity begins at hamc. 

Comes to my hand like the bowl of a pint stoup. 
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Come wi' the wind and gae vrV the wat<^r. 

Confess debt and crave dafs. 

Com him weel he'll work the better. 

Count again is not forbidden. 

Count sUler after a' your kin. 

Count like Jews an' 'gree like brethren. 

Counsel is nae command. 

Credit is better than ill won gear. 

Credit keeps the crown o' the cawsay. 

Crooked carlin, quoth the cripple to his wife. 

Cut your cloak according to your claith. 



CHAP. IX. 

DAMMING and laving is guid sure fishing. 

Daughters and dead fish are nae keeping ware« 

Dawted bairns dow bear little. 

Day-light will peep through a sma* hole. 

Death defies the doctor. 

Delays are dangerous. 

Ding down the nest^ and the rooks will flee away. 

Dit your mouth wi' your meat 

Dirt bodes luck. 

Do on the hill as ye wad do in the ha'. 

Do your turn weeli and nane will speer what time ye 

took. 
Do weel and dread nae shame. 
Do weel, and doubt nae man ; do ill an' doubt a' men« 
Do what ye ought and como what will. 
Do the likeliest and hope the best. 
Do as the lasses do, say no, and tak it. 
Double drinks are good for drouth. 
Double charges rive canons. 
Draff's guid enough for swine. 
Dinna gut your fish till ye get them, . 



CHAP. X. 

^AT in measure and defy the doctor. 

Eat weel's drink weel's brither. 

Eating an' drinking want but a beginning. 
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Eild and poorUth's sair to thole. 

Either live or die wi' honour. 

Either win the horse or tyne the saddled 

Either the tod or the feani bush. 

E'ening red an' morning gray^ is a token of a bonny 
day. . 

Evening oats are guid morning fotfaer. 

Eneugh's as guid's a feast. 

Every ane crishes the fat sow's arse. 

Every ane kens best where his ain shoes nips him^ 

Every ane loups the dike where its laighest. 

Every ane to his trade> quoth the browster to the bishop« 

Every craw thinks its ain bird whitest. 

Every dog has his day. 

Every man wears his belt in his un gate. 

Every man can guide an ill wife weel but he that has her. 

Every man's blind in his ain cause. 

Every man to his mind, as the man said when he kiss'd 
his ain cow. 

Every man's tale's ^uid till anither's be tauld. 

Every man at forty is a fool or a physician. 

Every man's no born wi' a siller spoon in his mouth. 

Every play maun be played, and some maun be the play- 
ers. 

Every thing has an end, and a pudding has twa* 

Expedience teaches fools. 



CHAP. XI. 

FAINT heart never wan fair lady. 
Fair heights mak fools fiiin. 
Fair fa' guid ale, it gars fouk speak as they think. 
Fair exchange is nae robbery* 
^air words winna gar the pot play. 
Fair maidens wear nae purses. 
Fancy kills and cures. 
Fan'd fires an' forc'd love ne'er did week 
Fancy flees before the wind. 
Faraway fowls hae fair feathers. 
Far frae court far frae care. 
Far behind that may na follow. 
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Fast bind fast find. 

Fause fouk shou'd hae mony witnesses. 
Feckless fowk art ay faSn of ane anither. 
Fiddlers wives and gamesters ale are free to every body. 
Fiddlers dogs and flesh flies come to feasts UBca'd. 
Fight dog, fight bear; wha wins deil care. 
Fine feathers maW fine birds. 
Fire and water are giud serrantS) but ill masters* 
First come first serV*d. 

Flaesand a giming wife are wawktlfe bed-feflowa. . 
Fleying a bird is no the gate to grip it. 
Flee never so fast your fortune will be at your tail. 
Fools shou'd nae hae chapping sticks. 
Fools ar« ay fain o' flitting. 
Fools ravel an* "wise men redd. 
•Fools and bairns should na see a hauf dotie ttfm. 
Fools mak feasts, an' wise fouk eat them ; the vi^ide mak 

jesls an' fools repeat them. 
For want of a sleek a shoe may be tint. 
For fashion* sake, as dogs gang to the market. 
Forbid a fool a thing and that he will do. 
Fore-wam'd, hauf arm'd. 
Foul water slockens fire. 
Fouk canna help a' their ain kin. 
Fresh fish an' poor friends grow soon ill far'd. 
Friendship canna stand ay on ae side. 
Friends gree best sindry. 
Frost an' faushood hae baith a* dirty waygang. 
Fumblers are ay fond of weans. 



CHAP. xn. 

GAE to bed wi' the lamb an' rise wi* the lav'rock. 

Garwood's ill to grow. 

Gear is easier gain'd than guided. 

Gentle paddocks hae lang tues. 

Gentle servams are poor men's tinsel. 

Giff gaff maks guid friends. 

Gie a dog an ill name an' he'll soon be hang'd. 

Gie them tow eneagh, an' they'll hang themsels. 

Gie you an inch ye'li tak ad ell. . 
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Gie the dcil hi» diie. 

Glasses an* lasses arebryckle ware. 

God be wi* auld lang syne, when out g^tchers ate their 

trenchers. 
God help great fowk, the poor can beg, 
God ne'er sent ^he mouth but he se^nt t^e meat wi't. 
God sends meat, but the devil sends cooks. 
God send you njair wit an* me ma*M' siller. 
God shapes the back for the burthen. 
Guid ale needs nae wisp.. 
Guid fishing in drumly water. 
Guid ware maks a qui^k m.^rket. . . 

Guid will shou'd be taen in part payment. 
Guid words cost nae thing. 
Gowd may be dear coft. 
Great bodies move slow. 
Great barkers are nae biters. 
Great words (ley towards* 
Great winning maks wark easy^ 
Qreedjr fouk hae lang arms» 
Greenmg wivei are av ffreed^. 
Ouwi'd w%rk'ib€!it Ir right. ao|i9* 
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HAUD a hank in your ain hand. 

liae lad, rin lad, that maks an olite lad. 

H^e gars a deaf man hear. 

Hair and hair maks the earless beard barei 

Harhe is hame if it were ne*er sae; hamely. 

Hang them that hae nae shift and them that hae o^er mony 

Hang hunger an' drown drowth. 

Hae ye gear, hae ye nane, tine heart an a's gane« 

He brings a stafiT to break his ain head. 

He comes after wi' the rake than the shool. 

He complains early that complains of his kail. 

He cares na whase bairn greet if his laugh. 

He can say jo an' think it no. 

He can hide his meat an' seek mair. 

He can see an inch before his nose. 

He does na ay ride when he saddles his horse. 
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He does na like his wark that says| now^ when Us done. 

He eats the caiif i' the cow's wame. 

He fells twa dogs wi' ae stane. 

He girns liks a sheep- head in a pair of tangs. 

He had his finger in the pye. 

He has got the boot and the better beast. 

He has brought his pouk to a braw market. 

He has muckle prayer but little devotion. 

He has conne to good by misguiding. 

He has a bee in his bannet lug. 

He has^t of kind, he coft it not. 

He has mair wit in his little finger than ye hae in a* your 

bouk. 
He has coosten his cloak on the other shoulder. 
He has featherM his nest, he may fiee when he likes. 
He has need of a lang spoon thut sups wi' the deil. 
He has couped the meikle pot into the little. 
He has a hole aneath his nose that will ne'er let him., be 

rich. 
He has some wit, but a fool has the guiding o't. 
He has a slid grip that has an eel by the tail. 
He has a guid judgment that docs na lippen to his ain. 



CHAP. XIV. 

HE kens na a B by abulias foot. 
He kens his ain groats amang ither fouks kail. 
He kens whilk side his cake is butterM on. 
He^l mend when he grows better^ like sourlale in sum- 
mer. 
He'll no let grass grow at his heels. 
He'll gie you the whistle o* your groat. 
He'll tell't to nae mair than he meets. 
He'll no gie an inch o' his will for a span o' his thrift. 
He loes me for little that hates nie for nought. 
He^U make an ill runner that canna gang. 
He^l soon be a beggar that cannot say nay. 
He looed mutton weel, that lick'd where the ewe lay. 
He'll no sell his hen on a rainy day. 
He may weel swim that has his head hadden up. 
He may laugh thai wins. 
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lie ina4* ^ moon-light flitting. 

He never lies but when the Holin*s green. 

He needs tnaun rin that the deil drives. 

He*s lifeless that's faultless. 

He^s an Aberdeen's man, taks his word agaJiO. 

He's like a flae in a blanket. 

He^s no sae daft as he lets ori. . 

He's sairest dung that's paid wi* his ain wand. 

He's a sairy cook that mauna lick his ain fingers. 

He's a silly chiel that can neither do nor say. 

He's a wise bairn that kens his ain father. 

He's unco fou in his ain house that canna pike a bane m- 

his neibour's. 
He's worth nae weel that can bide nae wae. 
He^s like the singet cat, better than he's likely. 
He should sit close that has riven breeks. 
lie speaks like a prent book. 



CHAP. XV. 

HE that blaws best let him bear the horn. 

He that's born to be hang'd will ne'er be drown'd. 

He that buys land buys stanes, and he that buys beef buys 

banes. 
He that cheat me ance, shame fa' him ; if he cheat me 
V twice, shame fa' me. 
lie that clatters to himsell tauks to a fool. 
He that canna mak spon shou'd mar nane. 
He that's canker'd without a cause^ maun please without 

amends. 
He that comes unca'd sits unserv'd. 
He that does his turn in time sits hauf idle. 
He that does ye an ill turn will ne'er forgi'e ye. 
He that deals in dirt has ay foul fingers. 
He that gets forgets, but he that wants thinks on. 
He that gangs a borrpwing gangs a sorrowing. 
He that has muckle wad ay ha'e mair. 
He that has but ae e'e maunt tent that weel. 
He that has a muckle nose thinks ilk ahe speaks o*t« 
He that's ill to himsell will be guid to naebody. 
He that kens what will be cheap or dear> needs be a mer- 

chant but for ae year. 

b2 
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He that keeks through a hole may see What trill vex him* 

He that lives weel lives lang. 

He that laughs at his ain joke spills the sport o't^ 

He that laughs alane will mak sport in company. 

He that lives upon hope has a slira diet. 

He that looks to freets, freets follow him. 

He that shaws his purse bribes the thief. 

He that strikes my dog wad strike my sell if he durst. 

He that speers a' opinions comes ill speed. 

He that speaks what he shou'd not, will hear what he 

wad not. 
He that spares to speak spares to speed. 
He that teaches himsell lias a fool for his master. 
He that wears black maun wear a brush on his back. 
He that will cheat in daffin winna be honest in earnest* - 
He. that winna when he may he shanna when he wad. 
He that woos a maid shou'd coQie seldom in her sight* 
He that woos a widow shou'd woo her day an' night. 
He that wad eat the kirnel maun crack the nut. 
He that will to Coupar will to Coupar. 
He that's welcome fares weel. 
He was the bee that made the honey. 
He was mair fieyd than hurt. 
He wad gang a mile to flit a sow. 
He woos for cake an' pudding. 
He wad fam be forward if he wist how. 
He wad gar you trow that the moon's made o* green 

cheese. 
He wad tine his lugs if they were not tacked to hltiw 
lie wad rake hell for a bodlc. 



CHAP, XVL 

HELP IS guid in a" play, 

His auld brass wril buy a new pan* 

His bark is waur than his bite. 

His geese are a^ swans. 

His meal's a* daigh. 

His room's better than his companji. 

His tongue's nae slander. 

Honesty's the best cxafJU 
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Hooly 2af fair gangs far in a day. 
Hanger will break through stany wa's. 
Hungry dogs are blyth o' bursten puddings. 
Hungry fouks are soon angry. 



CHAP. XVII. 

I bake nae bread by your shins. 

I carena whether the fire gae about the roast, or the roast 
gae about the fire, if the meat be made ready. 

I canna afford you baith tale an* lugs. 

I can see as far into a mill-stane as he that pickM it. 

I ha'e gi'en a stick to break my ain head. 

I ha'e anithef tow on my rock. ^ 

I ha'e a guid bow, but it's in the castle. 

I had nae mind that I was married^ my bridal was ^ae 
feckless. 

I ha'e a cauld coal to blow at. 

I ha'e mair ado than a dish to wash. 

I ha'e baith my meat an' my mense. 

I ha'e seen mair than I ha'e eaten, or ye wadna be there. 

I ken by your hauf tale what your hale tale means. 

I ken by my cog my cow's milked. 

I'll gi'e ye a meeting as Mungo ga'e his mither. 

I ken him as weel as I had gane Uirough him wi' a light- 
ed candle. 

I ken how the warld wags, he's honour*d maist who has 
moniest bags. 

I'll gie ye a bane to pike that will hand your teeth gaunw 

1^11 gar his ain gartens ty up his ain hose» 

I'll gar him draw his belt to his ribs. 

I'll ne'er dirty the bannet I'm gaun to put on. 

ni ne'er lout sae laigh an' lift sae little. 

I'll ne'er put the rogue aboon the gentlemlin. 

I'll ne'er buy a blind bargain or a pig in a pock. 

I'll tak the best first as the priest did o^ the plumbs.. 

I'm o'er auld a cat to draw k strae before. 

I might bring a better speaker frae hame than you. 

1 ne'er sat on your coat tail. 

i ne'er loo*d 'bout gates, quoth the wife, when she harrd 
her man o'er the ingle. 

I ae'er loo'd meat that crawM in my crapiiu 
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I think mair o* your kindness tjbnn it's a' worth. 

I wadna ca' the king my cousin, tho' he were my uncIeV 

son. 
1 wad rather see't than hear tell o't. 
I wadna be deavM wi* your keckling for a* your eggs. 
I winna mak fish o* ane an' fiesh o' anither. 
I wish you readier meat than a rinning hare. 
I wish you as muckle guid o't as dogs get o* grass. 



CHAR XVIIL 

IF ae sheep loup o'er the dike a* the lave will follow. 

H aiie winna anither will, the morn's the market day. 

If ony spear at ye, say ye watna. 

i/'and and spoils mony a guid tale. 

If a man's gaun down the brae, ilk ane gie's him a jun« 
die. 

If beauty were a plague she wad be a cleanser. 

If he bind the pock she'll sit down upon't. 

If he mak e'er a guid pudding Tse eat Xhe prick. 

If I canna do^t by might I'll do it by slight. 

If it can be nae better, its weel its nae warse. 

If it serve me to wear, it may gain you to look to. 

If it winna sell it winna sour. 

Jf marriages are made in Heaven, ye ha'e had few friends 
there. 

If strakes be guid to gi'e they'll be guid to get. 

If the de'il be laird ye*ll be tenant. 

If things were to be done twice ilka ane wad be wise» 

llf wishes waur horses beggars wad ride. 

If we ha'e little gear we ha'e less care. 

If ye hae little gear guide it the better. 

If ye wad be a merchant fine, beware of auld horses, her- 
ring, and wine. 

If ye sell your purse to your wife, gie her your breeks 
to the bargain. 

If ye had as little money as ye ha'e manners, ye wad be 
the poorest man o' your kin. 

If ye win at whoring ye'll tine at naething. 

If ye serve the tod ye maun bear»up his tail. 

If ye wad be haly, healthy, an* wealthy, rise soon i' the 
jnorning. 
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ILL bairns ay get broken broi^ 

111 bairns are best heard at hanii 

111 beef ne'er made guid broe. ^ 

111 comes upon waur's back. 

Ill counsel will gar a man stick his aK mare. 

Ill dooers are ay ill dreaders. 

Ill getting het water frae 'neath cauld icv, 

111 herds mak fat foxes. 

Ill hearing mak's wrang rehearaing. 

Ill laying up mak's ihony thieves. 

Ill news are aft o'er true. 

Ill payers are ay guid cravers; 

III workers are ay guid to-putters. 

Ill will ne*er spnk weel. 

Ill won gear winna enrich the third heir. 

Ill won, as ill wair'd. 

Joke at leisure^you kenna wha may jibe yourself. 

It cam wi' the wind, let it gang wi' the water. 

It gangs in at ae lug an out at the ither. 



CHAP. XX. 

IT'S a guid goose that draps ay. 

It's an ill wiml that blaws naebody guid. 

It's an ill cause that the lawyers think shame of. 

It's a nasty bird that files its; ain nest. 

It's a poor kin that has neither "whore nor thief in't. 

It's a sign o* a hale heart to -rift at the hinfple. 

It's a sin to lie on the deil. 

Its a shaine to eat the cow an' worry on the tail.; 

It's a sair field where a's slain. 

It's a true dream that's s^«n wauking. 

It's a silly flock where the ewe beads' the Ijell. 

It's a sairy hen that canna scrape for ae'bird. 

It's better to sup wt' a cutty thart.want a spoon. 

It's by the head that the cow gie's mHk. ^ 

It'tf no a tint that fa's by. 

It's dear coft honey that's lick'd aff a thorn. 
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It's far to seek and ill to fin/' ^^^^ Meg's maidenhead. 

It's fair in ha* where beard/w*^ *'•- 

It's guid maut that cbmeA will. 

It's guid to be baking g^aL ; 

It's guid sleeping in a/^^ skin. 

It's guid to be out o' ^rx»'s gate. 

It^s guid to dread tl^ warst> tlie best will be the welco-% 
mer. ^ 

It's guid to be si> to siller. 

It's guid to beiuid in your time, ye keona how laog it 
may last. 

It*s. guid ge/<* that pleases the merchant. 

It*s guid tr nae our cogue out when it rains kail. 

It's guidio h&e twa strings to your bow* 

It's hari^ to sit in Rome an' strive wi' the Pope. 

It's bflrd to please a' parties. 

It's ill to bring out o' the fiesh that's bred i' the; bane* 

It's ill getting breeksaff a highlsuid]3;iaQ* 

It*s ill bringing butt what'ft no there benn. 

It's ill making a uik pursea' a aow't lugf or a tQjautig. 

horn o' a tod's tail. 
It's ill putting a blyth fao« on ft WM h«art. 
It's kittle shooting at corbie's an' cUrgy. 
It's kittle for the cheeks wh^tLthe hurlbarrow gtea o'er 

the brig o' the nose. 
It's lang or the deil be- found ilead |t a dyke side. 
It's needless to pour water on a drown'd mouse. 
It's no tint that a friend gets^, 

It's no the way to grip a bird to &ing your btpmet at U* 
It's no what is she^^but what has^ she i 
It's nae laughing to.jgiDiji in a^ wi^f. 
It's o'er farb^twfie9:lbe/lc4tcheaan the ha'. 
It's o'er late to ^parejwhen tl^ ))qttom's b^re* 
It's past jouking when the head's aff. 
It's weel wa^'d that wastes want. , > . 

It's weel that our fauts are no WiTitteiji 0% pur face* 
It's lang or four bare Tegs gather heat in viic^ b^d... 
It maun be trust^h^t^a' fowl^^ays. 
It may come in an ho^r that winna conjK^ in (leyen year4 
It will be a feather o^t 0' your wing. 
It was ne'er for paithiog that t|;iQ,gle4 wbt^UM^ j 
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<5HAPXXL 



KEEP as muckle o' a Scots tcmgue as will lick an In- 

glisman's backside. . 
Keep something for a itair foot* , 
Keep your ain fish guts to your air sea-maws. 
Keep the feast till the feast day. 
Keep the staff in your ain hand. 
Keep your breath to cool your crowdie. 
Kend fowk's nae coippany. 
Kindness comes a' wiH, it canna be xoft. 
Kindness canna ay stand on ae side. 
Kindle a candle at.baith ends ityill soon b^ done. 
Kings cheese gaes hauf away in pairings. 
Kings an' bears aft .wony their keepers. 
Kissing gaes by favour. 
Kiss a sclate stane an' that winna slaver you. 



CHAP XXU. 

LAITH to bed an* laith to rise. 

Lang fasting hains nae meat. 

Lang look*d for comes at last. 

Lang straes are nae moles. 

l-.ang sports turn to earnest. 

Langest at the fire soonest finds cauld. 

Law's costly, tak a pint an* gree. 

Law makers shou'd na' be law breakers. 

Laugh at leisure ye may greet ere night. 

Lay the head o* the sow to the tail o' the grice. 

Leal heart never lied. 

Leave welcome behind ye. 

Leave aff as lang's the play's guid. 

Leurn young, learn fair. 

Letna the plough stand to kill a mouse. 

Let alane maks mony a loun« 

Let a' trades live, quoth the wife^ when she brunt her 

besom. 
Let ay belFd wathers break the snaw. 
Let by-ganes be by-ganes, an' fair play in time to come. 
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Let him tak a spring on his ain fiddle. 
Let ne'er sorrow gang sae near your hearty 
Let the morn come an' the meat wi't. 
Let the kirk stand i' the kirk-]rard. 
Let them laugh that win. 
Let them care that come behind. 



CHAP, xxin, 

LICK your loof an* lay't to mine, dry leather jeegs tij^ 

Lickmydoup's a court post. 

Lie for him an', he'll swear for you. 

Light suppers mak lang life days. 

Little winning maks a heavy purse. 

Lightly come lightly gane. 

Light burdens break na banes. 

Like draws to like, a scabbed horse to an auld dike. 

Like Scotsmen, ay wise behind the hand. 

Like the cur in the crub, he'll neither do nor let do. 

Like hens, ye rin ay to the tap o^ the heap. 

Like's an ill mark. 

Like a sow playing on a trump. 

little ken'd the less cared for. 

Little gear the less care. 

Little said is soon mended> little gear's soon spended. 

Live an' let live. 

Live upon love as lav'rocks do on leeks. 

Look before ye loup, ye'll ken the better how to light. 

Love and jealousy are sindle sindry. 

Love an' light winna hide. 

Love an' raw pease breaks the heart and bursts the wame. 

Love's as warm amang cotters as courtiers. 

Love me love my dog. 

I^ove o^er het soonest cools. 

I^ve o'erlooks mony fauts. 

Love your friend and look to yoursell. 

Lye in your bed an' lippen to that* 
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CHAP. XXIV. 

MAIDENS shou'd be mim till thef re married, and 

then they may burn kirks. 
Maidens shou'd me mild an* meek^ quick to hear an' 

slaw to speak. 
Mair hamely than welcome. 
Maidens tochers an' ministers stipends are ay less than 

ca'd. 
Mair by luck than guid guiding. 
Mair haste the waur speed, quoth the tulor to the lang 

thread. 
Mair nice than wise. 
Mak ae wrang step an* down you gae. 
Mak a. kirk an' a mill o't. 
Mak friends o' fremit fowk. 
Mak nae bawks o* guid bear land. 
Mak the best o' an ill bargain you can. 
Mak you hay when the sun shines. 
Malice is ay mindfu'. 
Man propones but God dispones. 
Marry a beggar an' get a louse -for your tocher. 
Marry in haste, repent at leisure. 
Marry aboon match an* get a master. 
Mastery maws down the meadow. 
May bids keep a lock hay. 
May bees fiee not at this time o' the year. 
Maybe your pot may need my clips. 
Mealy mouM maids stand lang at the mill. 
Measure twice cut but ance. 
Meatus guid but mense is better. 
Meat feeds, an' claith deads, but manners maks the man. 
Meat an' mass hinders nae man. 
Men are not to be met by inches. 
Mettle's dangerous in a blind mare. 
Met an' measure maks a man wise. 
Messengers shou'd neither be headed nor liang'd. 
Muckle faiis that foois think. 
Muckle corn muckle care. 
Muckle wad ay ha'e mair. 
Muckle spoken part spilt. / 

Muckle power mak mony {aes« 

c 
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Mucklc-tnouthM fowk has ay hap to their meat. 
Muckle musing mars the memory. 
Muckle maun a guid heart thole. 
Muckle may fa* between the cup and the Up. 
Muckle water rins by that the miller wats not oC 
Muckle pleasure some pain. 
Muckle about ane, quoth the de'ii to the coallier* 
Muckledom is nae virtue. 
Might o'ercomes right. 
Mills an' wives are ay wanting* 
Minting gets nae bairns. 
Mtflterfu' fowk maunna be mensfou . 
. Mister maks man o' craft. . . ' , ^ u 

Mistress afore fowk, guid Wife behind hacks, where hea 
the dish clout. 



CHAP. XXV. 

MONEY will gar the pot play, tho' the de'il pish in the 

fire. . ,. , * 

Money is welcome in a dirten clout. 
Money maks a man free ilka where. 
Mony hands mak light wark. 
Mony a ane kisses the bairn for love o' the nurse. 
Mony a ane serves a thankless master. 
Mony a ane's gear has hasten'd to their hmdcrend. 
Mony aunts mony eems, mony kin an' few friends. 
Mony words fill no the firlot. / 

Mony anes coat save his doublet. 
Mony ways to kill a dog tho' ye dinna hang him. 
Mony cooks ne'er made guid kail. 
Mony sma's maks a great. . ., ,u i j 

Mony a ane maks an errand to the ha' to bid the lady 

guid day. 
Mony iroBS i' the fire part maun cooL 
Mony a ane spares the gate they ken fu weel. 
Mouths are nae measure. , , , 

My son's my son ay till he get a wife, my daughter s my 
daughter a' the days o* her iife^ 
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CHAP. XXVI. 

NAE fool like an auld fool. * 

Nae friend like a friend in needir 

Nae fleeing without wings. 

Nae great loss but there's some sma' advantage. 

Nae langer pipe nae langer dance. 

Nae man has a tack o^ bis life. 

Nae man can make bis ain hap. 

Nae man can thrive unless his wife lets him. 

Nae man can live langer in peace than his neighbouF,s 
like. 

Nae mair baste than guid speed. 

Nae penny nae pater-nosier. 

Nae sooner up than her head's in the am'ry. 

Nae safe wading in unco Abaters. 

Nae weather's ill if the wind be still* 

Nae wonder to see wasters want. 

Naithing freer than a gift. 

Naithing to be done in hast,e but gripping of flaes. 

Naithing to do but draw in your stool an' sit down* 

Naithing venture naithing win. 

Nane but fools an' knaves lay wagers. 

Nane sae weel but he hopes to be better* 

Near's my sark but nearer my skin. 

Nearest the heart nearest the mou'. 

Nearest the kirk the farthest frae guid. 

Neck or naithing, the king looes nae cripples. 

Necessity has nae law. 

Neither fish nor flesh, nor guid red herring. 

New lords hae new laws. 

Ne'er jaw water on a drown'd mouse. 

Ne'er lippen o'er muckle to a new friend or an auld en- 
emy. 

Ne'er marry a widow unless her first man was hang'd. 

Ne'er put the plough before the owsen. 

Ne'er quat certainly for hope. 

Ne'er o'er auld to learn. 

Ne'er rax aboon your reach. 

Ne'er seek a wife till ye ken what to do wi' her. 

Ne'er shaw me the meat but the man. 
Ne'er shaw your teeth unless ye can bite. 
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Ne'er strive against the stream. 
Ne'er venture, ne'er win. 
Nipping an scarting's Scotch fouk's wooing. 
Nineteen na says o* a maiden are hauf a grant. 
.Now's now, an Yule's in winter. 
Nobility wiihout ability, is like a pudding without suet. 



CHAP. XXVIL 

O'ER haly was hang'd, and rough and sonsy ^A-tin away. 

0*cr muckle o' ae thing is guid for naething. 

O^er muckle hameliness spills guid courtesy. 

O'er muckle cookery spills the brachan. 

O'er muckle loose leather about your ehafts. 

O'er muckle dafiin downa. 

O'er strong meat for your weak stomach. 

O' a' sorrow a fou sorrow's best. 

O* a' fish in the sea herring is the king* 

O' a' meat 1' the warld drink gaes best down. 

O' a' little tak^ a little, when ihere^s nought tak' a^ 

O' twa ilia ckuse the least. 

On p&inting and fighting look adreigh. 

Open confession is guid for the sauT. 

Oppression will mak' a wise man wud. 

Out o' debt out o' danger. 

Out o' sight out o' languor. 



CHAP* xxvm, 

PAY him hame in his ain coin. 

Penny wise and pound foolish. ' 

Penny less sauls may pine in purgatory. 

Pith's guid in a' play. 

Play's guid while it is play. 

Plenty maks dainty. 

Poortith parts guid company. 

Possession is eleven points out o' the law. 

Pride and grace dwell never in ae place. 

Poets and painters ha'e lit>erty to lie. 

Put a coward to his metal and he'll fight the dciL 
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CHAP- XXIX. 



QUALITY without quantity is little thought of*^' 
Quey caufs are dear veal. 
Quick returns mak' rich. 



CHAP. XXX. 

RAISE nae mae deils than ye're able to lay. 

Rather spoil your jokethan tine four Maud. 

Raw dawds mak fat lads. 

Raw leather raxes. 

'Rich fowk ha'e rowth o' friends. 

Right wrags nae man. 

Rob Gib's contract, stark love and kindness. 

Rob Peter to pay Paul. 

Rome was nae bigget in ae day. 

Roose the fair day at e'en. 

Royet lads may mak' sober men. 

Rue and time grow baith in ae garden. 

Rule youth wee], for eild will rule iteell. 



CHAP XXXI. 

SAE mony men sae mony minds. 
Sail, quoth the king; Haud, quoth the wind. 
Sair c ravers are ay ill payers. 
Satan reproving sin. 
Say we'els guid, but do we'els better. 
Say still no and ye'll ne'er be married. 
Scant o* grace hears lang preachings. 
Scant o' cheeks mak a lang nose. 
Scart the cogue wad sup mair. 
Scorn comes commonly wi* skaith. 
Seeihg's believing a* the warld o^er. 
Seethe stanea in butter the broe will be guid. 
Second thoughts are best. 
Send you to the sea ye'll no get saut walerr 

c2 
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Send your gentle blude to the market and see what li 

will buy. 
Sefve yoursell till your bairns come to age. 
Set a beggar on horseback heMl tide to the d^it 
Set ay ae knave to grip anitlier. 
Set a stout heart to a stay brae^ 
Sharp stomachs mak short graces. 
Shallow waters mak' maiat din. 
She looks as if butter woudna melt in her mou. 
She bauds up her lieM like a ben drinking-water* 
SheMl wear like a horse shoe» ay the langer the clearer^ 
She's black bift s:he has a' sweet smack. 
She's greetinff^fKTtiiKi^ing she leugh at feriiyear. 
Short fowk are soon angry, their heart's soon- at dieir 

mouV 
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SIC as ye gie sic will ye get. 

Slaw at meat slaw at wark.. 

Slander leaves a slur. 

Smooth waters rin deep. 

Sma' fish are better than nae fish. 

Soon enough to cry chuck when its out o' the shelf*. 

Soon ripe soon rotten, soon bet soon cauld. 

Soon up soon i' the ambry. 

Soon eneugb If weel eneugh. 

Sorrow's soon eneugh when it comes.. 

Sorrow an' ill weather comes unsent for. 

Some hae a hantle £a.uts, ye're only ane'eR do weel. 

Sour plumbs, quotb the tod« when he couldna get 9t theni». 

Speak the truth an' shame this deiL 

Speak o^ the deil and he'll appear. 

Standers by see mair than gamesters. 

Stay nae langer in your friend's house than ye'r^ wet 

come. 
Strike the icon as lang as it's het. 
Sudden friendship sure repentance. 
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CHAP. XXXIII. 

T AK your will o^ as the ?at did o* the haggi*. . 

Tak' it a' an' pay the merchant. 

Tak' a spring o' your fiddle (an' dance when ye hae 

done.) 
Tak the bit an' the buffet wi't. 
Tak a pint an' gree, the law's costly. 
Tak your ain will an' then ye'U no die o' the peu 
Tak a man by his word an' a cow by her horm 
Tam tell truth's nae courtier. 
Tapped hens like cock-crawing. 
Tear ready tail ready. ^ 

Tell nae tales out o' the school. 



CHAP. XXXIV, 

THE back an* the belly bauds every ane busy. 

The bairn speaks i' the field what he hears at the firc^ 

side. 
The bird maun flighter that files wi* ae wing. 
The bird that can sing, an winua iiiogj shou'd be g^rt sing* 
The best is ay cheapest^ 
The better day the belter deed. 
The book o' maybees is very braid.. 
The banes o*a great estate's worth the picking. 
The cure may be waur than the disease. 
The cow that's first up geis the first o' the dew. 
The doriy dame may £a' i' the dirt. 
The deil bides his day. 
The deil was sick, the deil a monk wad be, 

The deil grew hale, syne deil a monk was ho. 
The deil's ay guid to his ain. 
The deil's baiins hae deil's luck. 
The deil's guid when he's plcas'd. 
The deil ne'er sent a wind outo' hell but he wad sail wi't. 
The deil does na ay shew his cloven cloots. 
The farthest way about is aft the nearest gate hamew. 
The first fuf o' a fat haggis is the bauldest. 
Tke foremost hound grips the hace, 
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The farther in the deeper. 

The feathers bear awa'^the ffesh. 

The gray mare may be the better horse. 

The higher up the greater fe*: 

The king's errand may come in the cadger's- gate. 

The lazy man's the beggar's brother. 

The lucky pennyworth sell* soonest 

The langest day will hae an end. 

The mae the merrier, the fewer the better chear. 

The mair ye tred on a t— d k grows the braider. 

The mair cost the mair hofiowr. 

The maut is aboon the meal wi' hin* 

The mother- s breath *^s ay sweet. 

The master's e'e maks the horse fat 

The mair mischief the better sport- 

The name o' an' honest woman's muckle worth. 

The pains o'ergang the profit 

The priest christens iiis ain bairn first. 

The poor man's ay put to the warst. 

The reek o' my ain house is better than the fire o' myr 

neibour'is. 
The strongest horse lonps the dike. 
The scholar may waur the master. 
The still sow eats up a' the draff. 
The simple man's the beggar'^s brother- 
The souter ga'e the sow a kiss, " grumpb, quoth she, 

that^s for a birss-" 
The thiefer like the better soger- 
The thing that^s done's no to do» 
The thrift o' you, an' the woo o' a dog, wad mak a braw 

web- 
The tod ne'er sped better than when he gade his ain er- 

rand- 
The tod keeps ay his ain hole clean- 
The tod's whelps are ill to tatne- 
The tree does na fa' at the first strake. 
The water will ne'er reeve the widdy- 
The waur luck now, the better anither time; 
The weakest gangs to the wa'. 

The worth o* a thing is best ken'd by the want ot ! 
The weeds o'ergrow the com. 
The warld is bound to nae man. 
The unsonsy fish gets the unlucky bait 
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CHAP^ XXXY. 

THERE'S monj a true talc Uuld in jest. 
There's mair knavery amang kirkmea ths^n there is ho- 
nesty amang courtiers. 
There's a measure in a* things. 
There's muckle to do when burgers rrde. 
There's mair room without than whhin. 
There*s nane sae blind as them that winna see. 
There's naithing ill said that's no ill tane. 
There's nae sport where there is neither auld fouk nor 

bairns. 
There's nae remedy for fear but cut aff the head. 
There was ne'er a guid town but there was a dub at th^ 

end o't. 
There was never a fair word at flyting. 
There was ay some water where the stirk drowned. 
There was ne'er a cake but bad its mj^jlf 
The was ne^er eneugh where naething was left 
There was ne*er a ftilly Jocky but ibere was as ailly a 

Jenny. 
There was never a thrifty wife wi' a sheet about her head.^ 
There ^8 steel i' the needle polntt tho*^ little o't. 
There'll nae fence against a fiail« 
There is a time to gley an' a time to look even. 
Inhere is little wit in his pow that lights the candle at the 

low. 
There is an end o\ an auld sang. 
There is a teugh sinew in an auld wife's heel- 
There is a differ betwrsht the piper an his bitch. 
There is a whawp i' the raip. 
There is an act i' the lau'd o^ Grant's court that no aboon 

eleven speak at ance. 
There are mae whores an' thieves in my kin than honest 

fowk in yours. 
There are mae ways to the wood than ane. 
There are mae working days than life days. 
There are twa eneughs, an be has gotten ane o' them. 
There are mac married than guid house hadders. 
There is ae day o' reckoning an anither o' payment. 
There's a bonny reason wi' a rag about the foot o''c- 
There came never sic a gliif to a. daw's heart-. 
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There is a sUddery stone before the ha' door. 
There's a day coming that will shaw whase blacliest. 
There^s a difference between will ye buy and will ye seli. 
There's as gurd fish i*^ the sea as e'er cam out o*t- 
There grows nae grass at the cross. 
There is life in a mussel as lang as she cheeps*' 
There is little for the rake after the shool. 



CHAP, XXXVl. 

THEY are ay guid that are far awa'. 

They are like the grices, if ye kittle their wame they fa^ 

on their back& 
They are lightly harried that ha'e a' their ain* 
They are sad rents that come in wi' tears. 
They are not a' saints that get haly water. 
They complaia early that^omplaiao' their kaiU 
They looe me for little that hate me for nought. 
They ha'e need o' a canny cook that ha'e but ae egg to 

their dinner. 
They may ken by your beard what has been on your 

boards 
They mense little the mouth that bite aff the nose. 
They never bulk a guid cake but may bake an ill ane. 
They ne'er »aw great dainties that think a haggis a feast- 
They sbou'd kiss the guidwife that wad win the guidman. 
They speak o' my drinking, but ne'er think o* my 

drouth. 
They that see you a' day winna brak the house for you 

at night. 
They that get a word o* soon rising may ly a' day. 
They that laugh i* the morning may greet ere night. 
They that gi'e you hinder you to buy. 
They that live langest fetch wood farthest. 
They that see your head see na your height. 
They that burn you for a witch lose a' their coals. 
They that drink langest live langest. 
They that ha'e rowth o' butter may lay it thick on their 

scon. 
They that ne'er fill'd a cradle should not sit in ane. 
They that ly down for love shou'd rise for hunger* - 
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They were scant o' bairns that brought you up. 

They were never faki that fidg'd; nor fou that licked 

dishes. 
The were ne'er first at the wark that bid God speed the 

wark. 
They ne'er ga'e wi* the speet but they gat wi* the laddie. 
They that bousd wl' cats may count upo' scarts* 



CHAP. XXXVIL 

THOLE weel is guid for burning. 

Thoughts beguile maidens. 

Thoughts are freC) though I mayna say muckie I can 

think enugh. 
Three is ay sonsy. 

Three can keep a secret if twa be awa'. 
Time tint is ne'er to be found. 
Time and thinking tame the strongest grief. 
Time an* tide will tarry for nae man. 
Time tcies a'. 
Tine heart an* a's gane. 
Tine book tine grace. 
Tine thimble tine thrift. 
Tip when ye will ye shall lamb wi* the lave. 
Tit for lat, quoth the wife when she farted at the thunder. 
Touch a gaw'd horse on the back an* he'll fling* 
Tcamp on a snail an' sheMl shoot out her horns. 
True blue will ne'er slain. 
Truth an' honesty keep the crown o' the causey. 
Try -before you trust 

Twa hungry meals raak the third a glutton. 
Twa blacks will ne'er make a white. 
Twa foals in a house are a couple o'er mony. 
Twa words maun gang to that bargain 
Twa heads may ly upon ae cod, an' naebody ken whar 

the luck iies. 



36 SCOTS PnOVERRS. 



CHAP. XXXVIII. 

XJNTIMEOUS spurring spoils the steed. 

Unseen unru'd 

Under water dearth, under snaw bread. 

Up hill spare me, down hill tak tent to thee. 

Up starts a carle an' gathered guid, an* thence cam a* 

our gentle bluid- 
Use mak's perfyteness. 
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WAD ye gar us trow that the moon's made o' green 
cheese, or that spade shafts bear plumbs. 

Wae to the wame that has a wilfu' master. 

Want o' wit's waur than want o' wealth. 

Wae's the wife that wants a tongue, but weePs the man 

f that gets her. 

Weir maks thieves, an' peace hangs them. 

W'cans maun creep ere they gang. 

Wedding an' ill wintering tame baith man an beast. 

Weel kens the mouse when the cat*s out o' the hous««, 

Weel's him and waes him that has a bishop in his kin* 

Welcome's the best dish i' the kitchen. 

Weel, quoth Willy, when his wife dang him. 

Weel worth a' that gar's the ptough draw, 

Weel is that weel does- 

Were it not for hope hearts wad break. 

We'll ne'er ken the worth o' the water till the well gate 
dry. 

We'e ay to lear as lang's we live. 

We can live without our kin, but no without our neigh- 
bours- 

We can poind for debt, but no for unkindness. 

We can shape their wylie coat, but no their weird- 

We'll bark oursells ere we buy dogs sae dear. 

We canna baith sup an' blaw. 

We ma\m live by the living, an' no by the dead. 

We're bound to be honest, but not to be rich- 

We may ken your eild by the runkles o' your horn- 
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We iXMij k^ four {neaiiiti|: by your muittping.^ 

Wiia €an haud wha wiH dva'. 

Wha can help sickness^ quoth the dfucken wife when 

she lay in the gutter. 
Wha comes «lteher and bripg;s you iess. 
Wha daur bell the cat. • . 

Wha eaii help mi&luck. 
Wha canna gt'e will little get. 



cha;p. 3a- 

WflAT the.ee sees na, the heart rues na. 

What ye win at that, ye may lick aff a het girdle.' 

What carlins hain, cats eat. 

What's qjme o' my profit shall be pane o* my peril. 

What if the lift: fa% an smoor the lav'rocks. 

What's gotten o'er the deiJ's tack will gang awa under 
his belly» 

What ye do when you're drunk, ye may pay for when 
you're sober. 

What wmna do by might, do by slight. 

What's my ca^e the day ipay be^^ur's the mom. 

What's W4ur thmj ill luck. 

What may be done at ony dme will be done at nae time." 

What canna be cur*d maun be endur'd. 

When a* men speak nae men hear. 

When drink's in wit's out; 

When friends meet hearts wjirm. 

When Adam delv'd an' Eve span, whare was a* our gen- 
try than. 

When my head's down^ my house is theek'd. 

When the tod preaches, tak tent o' the lambs. 

.When the wame's fpu, the banes wad be at rest. 

When thieves reckon, leal fowk cqme to their gear. 

When the bags are fouithe dron gets up. 

When petticoats woo, breeks come speed. 

When poverty comes in at the door, friendship flees out 
at the winnock. 

When lairds l^reak, carles get land. 

When a fool finds a horse-shoe, he thinks ay the like to 
do. 

When hens gae to the cock, the birds may get a knock 
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When ilka atie gets their ain* the thief will get the widdf : 
When the heart's fou o* lust, the mouth^s Ion o* leasing. 
^When your neighbour's house is in danger^ tak' care, p* 

your ain> a» * . 

When you're serv'd a* tlie geese are vater'd. 
When wine sinks words swim. 
When ye're gaun an' coinin% the gate's no toom* 
When the heart's foU) the tongue will speak. 
When he dies for age, ye may quake for fear. 
When ye're weel, haud yoursell sae. 
When the well's fou it will rin o'er. 
When the pat's o'er fou, it will boil o'er an* bizz i* th© 

ingle^ 
When the guidman drinks to the guidwife, a' wad be 

weel. 
When the guidwife drinks to the guidman, a's weeL 
When the steed's stown, steek the stable«^oof. 
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WHERE the pi^s broken, let the sherds ly. 

Where there's o'er meikle courtesy, there's little kind- 
ness. 

Where there's naithing, the king tines his right. 

Where drums beat) laws are dumb. 

Where the heart gangs, let the tail follow. 

While the grass grows, the steed starves. 

White legs wad ay be rous'd. 

Wie things fley cowards. 

Wilfu' waste mak's waefu' want. 

Wiles help weak fouk. 

Winter thunder bodes simmer hunger. 

Wink at wee fauts, your ain are meikle. 

Wit bought mak's fouk wise. 

Wit bough t's worth twa for nought. 

Women's wark's pe'er done. 

Women an' win.^, dice an' deceit, mak wealth sma' an' 

' want great- 
Wood in a wilderness, moss on a mountain, an' wit in a 
poor man, are little thought on. 

Words are but wind, but dunts are out o' season. - 

Woo sellers ken ay woo buyers. 

Work for nought maks fouk dead swecr. 
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CHAP. XLII. 

YE breed o' the tod, ye grow grey before ye gronrguid. 
Ye breed o' the miller's dog, ye lifck your lips ere the 

pock be opened. 
Ye breed o* Macfertenc's geese, ye hae mair mind o* 

your play than your meat. 
'Ye breed o* the cow*s tail, ye grow backward. 
Ye breed o* nettle-kail an* cock-laird, ye need muckle 

service. 
Ye breed o* foul weather^ ye come unsent for. 
Ye breed o' the gowks, ye hae ne'er a rime but ane. 
Ye breed o* SaughtoHi swine, your neb's ne'er out o* an 

ill turn* 
Ye breed o* auld maidens, ye look^sae high. 
Ye breed o* the chapman, ye're ay to handsell. 
Ye breed o' our Isard, ye'll do nae right nor tak JiAi^ 

wrang. 
Ye breed o' few o' the laird^ tenaats, o'er hetr 
Ye breed o* guid maut, ye're lang a coming. 
Ye breed o* the guidman's mither, ye're ay i* the gate. 
Ye breed o' the wiiches, yc can do nae guid to yourselL 
Ye breed o' the herd's wife, ye busk again e'en. 
Ye crack crousely wi' your bannet on, * 

Ye cut before the point. 
l^e cam a day after the fair* 
Ye cut lang whangs out o' ither fowks leather* 
Ye come aftner wi' the rake than the shooL 
Ye canna see wood for trees. 
Ye came i' clipping time. 
Ye canna preach out o' your ain pupit. 
Ye cam to the gait's house to thigg woow 
Ye canna get leave to thrive for thrang. 
Ye canna do but ye o'er do. 
Ye drive the plough before the owson; 
Ye didna lick your lips since ye lied last. 
Ye fand it where the highlandman fund the tangS; 
Ye gat yotir will i your first wife's time, an' ye'se no 

want it now* , 
Ye glowr like a cat out o' a whin bush. 
Ye gae far about seeking the nearest. 
Te hae glen the wolf the wedder to keep> 
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Te hae aitten your time as. mony a guid hea hae d<me. 

Ye hae o^er foul feet ta colbe' sAc? far ben. 

Te hae gotten a revel'd hesp o't 

Ye hae a crap for a' com 

Ye hae tane the measure o^ his foot- 

Ye hae tinf your ain stomach an^ fund a tike's; 

Ye hae put a toom- spoon in my mouth. 

Ye hae tasted lang an' worried on a midgew 

Ye hae tint the tongue o' the trump 

Ye hae staid lang an' brought little wi' you* 

l^e hae the wrang sow by the lug.^ 
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YE kea nehal drinkers dree. 

Ye kenna what may cool your kail yet«^ 

"^fo'll Mither dance nor baud, the candle* 

Te'll get nae mair o" the cat but the akin- 

Ye look as sharp as a Loehaber ax new come frae the 

grindstane* 
Ye'll no sell your hen in a rainy day. 
Ye'U gar me seek the needle where I dinna stick it*^ 
Yell ne'er cast saut on his tail 
Ye'Il let naithing be tint for waTil o* seeking*. 
Ye'll gar me claw a sair man's hafiet- 
Ye look like a deil in day- light. 
Ye look lik^r a dtU than a bishop^ 
Ye'U ne'er mak' a mark i^ your testament by tbftt bargaiiu 
Ye may line the fialher seeking the son. 
Ye may drive the dcil into a wife, but yell ne*^e» din^ 

him out o* her. 
Ye may be greedy but ye*re n© greenings 
Ye may gang farther an' fere warse. 
Ye may get waur bodes or Belton. 
Ye may be heard where ye're no seen* 
Ye may dight your neb an' flee up. 
Ye maun tak' the will for the deed. 
Ye mete my pease l^ your ain peck^ 
Ye put at the cart that's ay ganging. 
Ye'll never die on youf ain assize. 
Ye look like a runner, quoth the deil t^ t%<e lobster: 
Ye'll beguile nane but them that lifppen to you* . i 
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Yc'll mend when ye- gro-it better. ' 
Ye'Jl ne*er be sae auld wi* sjle meikfe honesty. 
Ye ne'er saw greert chieeBe but your eeii reeled; 
Ye needna think shame to taV tt^ydAir teethes lang^ 
than your beard, « . * 
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YE*RE as daft as ye*re days auld. , 

Ye're o'er auldfarran to be. fley'd for bogle*, 

Ye're a guid seeker But an ill finder.- 

Ye ride sae near the rumple ye*ll let nane lowp on be« 
hind you. 

Ye're like the wife wi' the mony daughters^ the best 
comes last. 

Ye're like the miller's dog, ye lick your lips ere the . 
poiSk be ptpened. 

Ye're nae chicken for a* your cheeping, 

Ye're corae o^ bluid) an' sae's a pudfiag. 

Ye're come td a peel'^d egg. 

Ye're as lang o* tuning yo«rr prpes as ane wad play a: 
spring. 

Ye're weel aw^ if ye bKfe> arf ^te're weel qnat 

Ye*re o* sa6 mony minds ye'll ne'er be married* 

Ye*re ne'er pleas'd fou nor fasting. 

Ye're as souple sark alane as some are mother-naked* 

Ye're unco guid, an' ye*ll grow fair. 

Ye're sair fash'd handing naithing thegither. 

Ye're no fed wi' deaf nuts. 

Ye're busy seeking the thing that's no tint 

Ye're like the hens, ye rin ay to the heap* 

Ye're fear'd for the day ye ne'en^aw. ^ 

Ye're bonny eneugh to them that looe you, an' o*er bon- 
ny to them thai looe you an* eanna get you- 

Ye're best when ycVe sleeping. 

Ye're a sweet nut if you were weel crack'd 

Ye're mair fley'd than hurt. 

Ye're Davy do a' thing an' guid at naithing^. 

Ye're here yet an* your bel^s hale* 

Ye seek grace o' a graceless face. 

Ye soon weary o' weel doing. 

Ye*se get your brose out o' the lee side a' the pot^ 
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Ye shanna be niffer'd but for a better 

Ye sleep like a dog in a miii 

Yt shape shooii by your ain shachled feet* 

Ye tak! a bite out o' your ain buttock. 

Ye tak the first word o' flyting. 

Your tongue's nae slander. 

Your tongue rins ay before your wit 

Ye wad mak tnuckle o>' me if I were- yours. 

Young men's wives an' maiden's bairns are ay weel man- 
nered. 

Yule's young on Yule e'en. 

Your bread's baken, ye may hing up your girdle-. 

Your wind shakes nae corn. r 

Your head will ne'er fill your father's banner. 

Your trumpeter's dead. 

Your wame thinks your wyson'is cutted. 

Your vfix winna. worry ye. 

Your tongue gaes like the clatter-bane o* a gooseys back* 
side. 

Your mind's ay chacing mice. 

Your purse was steeked when that was paid for. 

Your gear will ne'er o'ergang you. 

Your een's no marrows. 

Your bags will ae'cr Jet your back be roughs 
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